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Communist Double-Talk 


OMMUNISM’S ability to de- 
ceive is truly remarkable. Re- 
cent hearings have revealed a 
ber of justice-seeking Americans 
wére tricked into either becom- 
Communists or supporting Com- 
ism by the promising pattern 
: Moscow offers. But these 
4 ms have confessed that within 
& short time they discovered that 
w’s preachments and its prac- 

Hees are two entirely different 
Whings. Disillusioned, they gave up 
Heir Communist membership, but 
“net quickly enough to avoid placing 
good name in jeopardy. Un- 
ately, they did their thinking 
espousing Communism instead 
before. Had they first contrasted 
unism’s preachings to its prac- 
they would have avoided dis- 


The record shows that more 
topies of the Communist Manifesto 
‘and other early Red documents are 
being distributed over the world 
than at any previous time. Moscow 
offers the Manifesto as a blueprint 
of its program. Yet Russia is re- 
treating from Communism’s basic 
Wenets as rapidly as possible. Marx 
Speaks of the “dictatorship of the 
Proletariat,” yet actually the Rus- 
sian has been virtually disfranchised. 
‘The dictatorship which exists is not 
_ the dictatorship by and of the people. 
"The Russian citizen is simply one 
in a faceless multitude. In industry 
“Communism does not practice its 
Preachings. Marx and Lenin both 
E id that workers should control the 
Es dustry for which they toil. This 

was extremely powerful in 
Securing recruits for the Revolution. 
the Revolution came, the 
‘Workers seized their plants and pro- 
- geeded to organize them for opera- 
ton under worker-management. This 
ure was short lived. When 
the revolution was completed and 
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Russia’s new masters were firmly 
entrenched, they quickly ended the 
worker-management pattern, placing 
all industry under state operation. 
The Russian worker is not self- 
employed, as Marx and Lenin 
promised he would be; but is em- 
ployed by the state which uses its 
police power to rob the worker of 
even those rights which he enjoyed 
under the Csars. Moscow’s present 
pattern is an absolute contradiction 
of Marx’s promises. 

Marx and Engels called for the 
establishment of a stateless society. 
States, they maintained, are simply 
instruments by which the people are 
exploited. The end of capitalism, 
they said, would render the state un- 
necessary. Yet it is obvious that 
today’s Moscow is not headed toward 
a stateless society. It is one of the 
most highly chrystallized forms of 
statism known to hi$tory. Instead of 
“withering away,” as Engels pre- 
dicted the state would under Com- 
munism, the Russian state becomes 
steadily more powerful. Engels 
must have been hard put for a pro- 
gram when he advocated a stateless 
society. Just try to imagine it. One 
simply cannot even begin to imagine 
how a nation could operate in the 
absence of government. How Engels 
proposed to avoid chaos and anarchy 
is not known. He apparently never 
gave a thought to just how a state- 
less society would function. 

A familyless society is another 
monstrosity proposed by Com- 
munism’s founders. One wonders 
how it would operate. Presumably 
all children would be placed at birth 
in public institutions for rearing; 
but then in a stateless society there 
would be no public institutions. So 
again the student of Communist pro- 
posals’ finds himself up a tree. While 
Russia worked hard to destroy the 
family until rather recently, it is 
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now headed the other way and is 
doing everything possible to make 
the family a sound and stable struc- 
ture. Divorce is now nearly im- 
possible, with the result that mar- 
riage has become practically indis- 
soluble. While abortion was en- 
couraged a while back, especially 
among women in industry, it is now 
legally prohibited by laws which 
have not only teeth but fangs. 
Parents of large families are public- ’ 
ly honored and the proper family 
pattern is being held forth as one 
of the most desirable achievements 
possible. 


Marx and Lenin both insisted 
that religion must go. Marx ranked 
it with the state as a cover under 
which ‘the upper classes exploited 
lower ones. They made it exceed- 
ingly plain that any society which 
tolerates religion is not headed in 
the right direction. Yet Moscow has 
revived the Russian Orthodox 
Church. While this does not mean 
that the Kremlin is promoting re- 
ligion, it does mean that it has 
ceased to persecute religion provided 
the church operates as a department 
of government. In the current pat- 
tern, the Russian Church might well 
be called the Bureau of Spiritual and 
Moral Affairs. One wonders whether 
it ranks above or below the Depart- 
ment of Streets and Sewers. 


Very little of the 1919 pattern 
remains in operation today. Col- 
lectivized farming is the only im- 
portant survivor of the program 
which Lenin put into effect. The 
classless society which existed at 
first is totally dead and its demise 
is not mourned. Nowhere are class 
distinctions more pronounced. No 
longer do Russian generals wear 
private’s uniforms, nor do _ those 
under them dare consider themselves 
equal. When the Russian soldier 
of today appears before his officer, 
he snaps to it in the best tradition of 
9 British grenadier. Russian officers 
now wear all the trappings of their 
rank and evidently Russian ingenui- 
ty should be complimented for think- 
ing up some new ones. Among 
civilians class distinctions are ex- 
tremely obvious. The government 
makes no bones about according cer- 
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tain classes privileges which are 
denied to others. Under Russian 
rationing, while the prices of things 
were the same to all purchasers on 
the surface, the ration cards of cer- 
tain favored classes showed heavy 
discount rates. Thus when a mem- 
ber of an unfavored class purchased 
an article at $100, he paid $100. But 
perhaps the customer following him 
would pay only $40 because of his 
high discount rate. Housing is 
handled strictly on a class basis, 
with Russia’s privileged classes get- 
ting the best obtainable. The 
equality of -all people, so glowingly 
prophesied by Marx as a Communist 
product, is nowhere to be seen in 
what now palms itself off as Marx- 
ism. 

The early Communist philosophers 
bitterly deplored nationalism, rating 
it the chief cause of political im- 
perialism. They advocated the abo- 
lition of national boundaries, main- 
taining that they are effective bar- 
riers to world unity. Yet all history 
has not produced a superior to to- 
day’s Russia in both nationalism and 
imperialism. The Kremlin is pur- 
posely and vigorously promoting a 
highly nationalistic spirit and its ac- 
tive imperialism needs no descrip- 
tion. Communist political activities 
are identical with those which Com- 
munist philosophers have deplored so 
bitterly when practiced by others. 
Although Communist leaders prior to 
the present day deplored wars of 
conquest as an intolerable evil, 
neither war nor conquest is taboo in 
the current pattern. 

One stands starkly amazed at the 


‘hypocrisy of Russian propagandists 


as they pass out the Communist 
Manifesto by the ton, calling it the 
hard and fast blueprint of the goal 
to be achieved under Communism, 
when at the same time Communist 
Russia is retreating from the Mani- 
festo as rapidly as possible. Surely 
it requires no penetrating analysis 
to see the contradiction between the 
Communist blueprint and Communist 
practices. How any informed per- 
son could possibly regard today’s 
Russia as something desirable is a 
deep mystery. Yet it is evident that 
our nation has in its midst native 
born Americans who have proved 
themselves sufficiently gullible to 
regard Russia and Communism as 
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society’s savior. Actually Russia 
has performed only one service for 
society: it has proved conclusively 
that Communism cannot and does 
not work. Russia’s steady abandon- 
ment of Marxian principles and the 
substitution of state capitalism is 
ample proof that the ideas of Marx 
and Engels are totally unworkable. 

Why those Americans who fell 
prey to Communism, to their later 
sorrow, failed to perceive in time 
that they were being deliberately 
duped by Red deceit is almost im- 
possible to understand. Communist 
propaganda tactics are poorly con- 
cealed, yet despite their obvious 
clumsiness they succeed in sweeping 
into the Red maw victims by the 
millions. People need take only one 
real look at the Russian satellites to 
realize what would happen should 
their nation join the Russian orbit. 
Hence it should not be difficult for 
anyone to convince himself that Red 
propaganda is deliberately fashioned 
to deceive. 

Red deceit and trickery know no 
bounds. The latest move by the 
Kremlin is the training of bogus 
clergymen who will pose as refugees 
as they infiltrate the democracies. 
Reports from Europe state that 
about 3000 such propagandists have 
been trained. The training takes 
place in four schools, each school 
giving a different type of training. 
One school trains agents for the 
United States and Canada. Another 
trains for services in Latin coun- 
tries. The third trains for Europe’s 
Anglo-Saxon nations, while the 
fourth specializes in techniques to be 
used in the Near East. Having once 
arrived at their seat of operation, 
these fraudulent clergymen will pro- 
ceed to point out alleged evils and 
weaknesses of the religious denomi- 
nations in which they claim member- 
ship. This criticism will be a part 
of the tale of woe and misery which 
they will pour out to sympathetic 
listeners and will be advanced as a 
chief cause of their present plight. 
It is said that practically all of these 
agents are former seminarians who 
for some reason have espoused the 
Communist cause. Because of their 
seminary training, it may be often 
difficult to detect them as frauds, for 
many of their verbal offerings will 
ring true. No doubt these propa- 
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gandists will mix a sufficient quan- 
tity of valid statements with their 
lies and deceit to make their state- 
ments sound plausible, especially to 
the unsuspecting. Since one of the 
training schools trains for operation 
in this country, we may shortly ex- 
pect to discover these “refugee 
clergy” in our midst. Judging from 
past experience, it is safe to assume 
that they will find many gullible per- 
sons willing and eager to listen to 
their carefully worked out recita- 
tions. 


It is said that these agents will 
not, generally speaking, make direct 
attacks upon religion. Rather they 
will advocate the breaking down of 
denominational structures and will 
urge that all religious people merge 
into one great group. Red propa- 
ganda strategists evidently believe 
that if all religious people can be 
formed into one huge conglomera- 
tion, with denominational loyalty 
wiped out, the new group, ‘since it 
evidently must head in a new direc- 
tion, can be gently deceived and 
nudged into the direction most de- 
sired by Moscow. A chief fruit to 
be reaped, of course, would be the 
nullification of the Vatican’s authori- 
ty, for obviously a new undenomi- 
national group would break away 
from all present denominational ad- 
ministrative set-ups. In a _ sense 
this program is a first cousin of that 
being practiced by Russia in satellite 
nations, where the Politbureau, 
knowing that it cannot wean Catho- 
lics away from their faith, plays 
vigorously upon the nationalistic 
spirit and advocates the establish- 
ment of national churches divorced 
from papal authority. The objec- 
tive, as one clearly sees, is to break 
the unified strength of the Catholic 
world, replacing it by many small 
segments. It is an aspect of the 
divide and conquer strategy. 

On the surface, “operation clergy” 
may appeal to many. It promises 
an end to denominational rivalry 
and prejudice. But, since it is @ 
Communist product, we must never 
forget that Moscow never offers any- 
thing for the ultimate good of its 
intended victims. Wisdom insists 
that we constantly keep in mind our 
past experience with Communist 
double talk. 
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ROM SANTA ROSA, our last stopping place 

in the Archdiocese of San Francisco, it is a 
nine hundred mile run to Seattle along the famed 
Redwood Highway. For sheer breath-taking scenic 
beauty it is unsurpassed in America. The lush 
greenery of Washington and Oregon afforded a 
refreshing contrast to the seemingly interminable 
stretches of sand, mesquite and cactus in Arizona 
and Nevada, not to mention the apocalyptic desola- 
tion of Death Valley and the “Sahara” run from 
Yuma to Callexico. Here—in California—it would 
have occasioned us no surprise to run into a camel 
caravan or an outpost of the French Foreign Le- 
gion. It was Beau Geste all over again. 

In serried ranks, for well nigh 100 miles along 
the coasts of California and Oregon, the mighty 
Redwoods stand. In these States they have been 
protected from Man, the Great Destroyer but the 
lumber kings have ravaged the State of Washing- 
ton where Mount Rainier National Park is one of 
the few last vestiges of the Woodland Empire of 
yesteryear. Winding alternately through great 
stretches of giant forest and along the rugged 
shoreline of the mighty Pacific, Highway 101 pro- 
vides scenes of contrasting beauty that literally 
defy description. 

On Saturday, May 21, we reached Seattle, to 


OUR LADY or FATIMA 
HOPE OF THE WORLD 






The Seattle Story 


RT. REV. WILLIAM C. McGRATH 


The Pilgrim Virgin Statue has now visited forty-seven Dioceses in 
Canada and the United States. Marian Devotions, stressing the urgency 
of the message of Fatima, have been held in more than 800 churches 
and innumerable institutions throughout the land, while more than four 
million people have crowded churches, stadia and amphitheatres all the 
way from Canada to the Gulf of Mexico and along the great Pacific Coast. 

In an unprecedented outpouring of love and devotion to Mary, her 
children in America are praying the Rosary and making the reparation 
she requested at Fatima. The Pilgrimage has recently visited the Dioceses 
of Tucson, San Diego, Fresno, Reno, San Francisco, Seattle, Spokane and 
is now concluding its Western tour with a visit to Boise, idaho before 
feturning East. Following is “The Seattle Story.” 


begin what was to prove one of the most inspiring 
visits to any Diocese in America. True, there had 
been many “highlights” up till now, each with its 
own particular inspiration. During a day and a 
half stay in Buffalo more than 200,000 people had 
passed through the great Cathedral; at Our Mother 
of Sorrows Church in Chicago 125,000 people (more 
than the whole State of Nevada) had been present 
in one day; one hundred thousand had braved ice 
and snow during our stay at the Passionist church 
at Jamaica, in the Diocese of Brooklyn. On two 
occasions, for five days each, the great Cathedral 
at Covington, Kentucky, was thronged with devout 
worshippers in an unforgettable demonstration of 
love and devotion; through the Diocese of Burling- 
ton, Vermont, with crowded churches and police 
escorts from end to end of the State, the Pilgrim- 
age had been a veritable triumph, while the visit 
to St. Meinrad’s Abbey, amid scenes that provided 
a Fatima in miniature, will remain forever in our 
memory. But Seattle was now to prove second to 
none. In the parish pilgrimages for noctural 
veneration it far surpassed anything known in 
America. 
THE CATHEDRAL, SEATTLE 

Immediately following the last Mass, on Sunday, 

May 22, the Pilgrim statue was officially received 
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at St. James Cathedral. In his address of welcome 
His Excellency Bishop Connolly impressed upon the 
overflow congregation the nature of the very real 
crisis confronting us today and the absolute neces- 
sity, in this eleventh hour, of hearkening to the 
warnings and the appeal of our Blessed Mother at 
Fatima. During the three-day visit the Cathedral 
was crowded beyond capacity for the Marian de- 
votions three times daily while an endless stream 
of people filed by the statue at all hours. So many 
young men! That has impressed us especially in 
the course of this Pilgrimage. The old people, too, 
walking haltingly towards the beautiful shrine; 
entire families on their knees, fathers and mothers 
with babes in arms, lifting them to touch the 
beautiful image. Outside the cathedral long lines 
of empty buses as thousands of children from all 
parts of the city and from the country districts 
joined their teachers in praying for Russia and the 
peace that hangs so precariously in the balance. 
And all the while, like a heavenly accompaniment 
to this outpouring of faith and love, the strains 
of Mary’s Rosary, never ceasing for a moment 
during the entire stay. One thought of the prayer 
of the Angel to the children. Surely this was the 
prayer translated into action: “My God, I believe, 
I adore, I hope and I love you. I ask pardon for 
those who do not believe, do not adore, do not 
hope and do not love you.” 











At 1:00 o’clock in the morning, the pastor of a Seattle Church leads his parishioners in 





NOCTURNAL VENERATION 


But the real test was yet to come. His Excel- 
lency had arranged for hours of nocturnal venera- 
tion, an hour to each parish; a veritable Pilgrim- 
age unending all through the night, with a Marian 
Hour conducted by each Pastor for his own con- 
gregation. Never before in America had this been 
attempted. Was it asking too much? Would the 
people make the sacrifice?.... The manner in 
which they responded was one of the most inspir- 
ing demonstrations of faith we have ever seen. 
Eleven ...twelve...one...two o’clock and the ca- 
thedral filled every hour. At no time from eleven 
P.M. till Mass next morning were there fewer than 
500 people in the church. The pastor reciting the 
fifteen decades of the Rosary and urging the con- 
gregation to greater fidelity to the message of 
Fatima! Who can measure the value of this sac- 
rifice in the sight of God? Who can ever know 
the graces that night after night flowed down from 
Heaven through the hands of the Immaculate Me- 
diatrix of all graces? In the great heedless world 
outside, weak mortals were strengthened and they 
knew not why; the powers of evil were frustrated 
and the spectre of war receded and Communist 
plans to blot out the lights of Heaven im America 
received a setbaek because of the sacrifice and the 
fidelity of Mary’s children. Prayer and penance! 














reciting 15 decades of the Rosary during the nocturnal pilgrimage before “Pilgrim Vir- 
gin” at St. James Cathedral. The huge church was filled to capacity for most of the 


night hours during the triduum there. 
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The Peace Plan of Fatima! The hope of a world 
that has lost its Mother and lost its way. 


ST. PATRICK'S, TACOMA 


The next four days in the Diocese were devoted 
to visits to various institutions and on Sunday 
morning the statue was enshrined in St. Patrick’s 
Church, Tacoma. In a feature article in the North- 
west Progress, Ethel Hannan Egan has this to say 
of the nocturnal veneration at St. Patrick’s: “From 
eleven P.M. on Sunday until six A.M. on Monday 
and again the same hours on Monday night and 
Tuesday morning, the parish pilgrimages, each led 
by its pastor, drew thousands and thousands of 
worshippers into the church for sixty minutes of 
prayer and meditation. During the two nights, 
Catholics of fourteen parishes converged on St. 
Patrick’s, filling the great edifice with their devout 
presence and their prayers. The Rosary, fifteen 
decades, was recited and there were other prayers 
and meditations; there was the procession of wor- 
shippers past the shrine. Heaven seemed very near 
during those hours of mingled darkness and light. 


- As the Catholics drove through the dark city 


streets, here and there a home was alight, people 
leaving or returning after their hour.... Each 
hour’s end saw the church promptly refilled. Those 
who had cars brought many who did not own one. 
There was a determination that all should have 
the privilege of making the nocturnal pilgrimage. 














No complaining of the loss of sleep, the incon- 
venience. Just a great thankfulness expressed by 
all for the opportunity of offering an hour of 
prayer, of penance, of worship for peace in the 
world. The nocturnal pilgrimage had all the fervor 
of a Crusade.” Space does not permit a detailed 
account of all the visits throughout the Diocese. 
In all, fifteen churches and twenty-five institutions 
welcomed the Pilgrim Virgin during a stay of two 
weeks. Whether in church, hospital or convent, the 
nocturnal vigils were faithfully maintained wher- 
ever the statue rested overnight. 


SCENIC WASHINGTON 


Worthy of special mention was the 200-mile 
drive from Chehalis to Yakimo across the breath- 
taking Chinook Pass, through the National Forest 
in the shadow of the eternal snows of Mount Rain- 
ier. The Pass had been opened but a few days 
before and we had been cheerfully assured along 
the way that “if there were no slides” we’d make 
Yakima without any trouble. As we moved ginger- 
ly around dizzy crags, flanked by sheer walls of 
snow fifteen to twenty feet high we just hoped 
there wouldn’t be any “trouble.” Wisps of clouds 
were clinging to the 14,000 foot crest of Rainier, 
above whose forest-clad base is the greatest glacial 
system to be found on any mountain in America. 
Indeed, this part of the State of Washington must 
be a veritable geologist’s paradise, with the layers 











Accompanied by students singing hymns of praise to Mary, the “Pilgrim Virgin” is 
carried in procession around the grounds of Mercy Academy and Convent, Burlingame, 
California. 
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of table-like plateaux between Wenatchee and Spo- 
kane and the mysterious underground river, flow- 
ing 140 feet below the surface, through the inter- 
stices of rock and gravel beds, at the rate of 
three-quarters of a mile per hour and with a ca- 
pacity of 1000 second feet a minute. Already this 
river provides the water supply for Spokane. 

Passes were to be crossed and re-crossed during 
our “assignment in Seattle.” There was Bluett 
arid Enoqualmie and if you have a flair for Indian 
names you'll find Puyallup and Enumclaw; Nis- 
qually, Tumwater, Cle Elum, Cowiche, Ahanayecosh 
(Hot Springs, that is) not to speak of Southern 
Washington’s Wahkiacus, Klickitat, Wishram and 
Skamania. On this drive we noted with satisfac- 
tion that there were still whole hillsides of virgin 
timber, in contrast to the vast stretches of black- 
ened stumps, grim and desolate relics of the one- 
time monarch of Washington’s forests. 


FIRST SATURDAY DEVOTIONS 

A fitting climax to the whole Seattle Pilgrimage 
was a visit to the Seminary where 125 Diocesan 
priests were making their annual Retreat. His 
Excellency had already announced the inauguration 
of the devotion of the Five First Saturdays for 
every parish in the Diocese, this being the first 
time in the history of the Fatima tour that the 
devotion had been established on the occasion of 
the visit of the Pilgrim Virgin. It was also the 
first time that we had the privilege of addressing 
the Priests on Retreat, devoted sons of Mary whose 
zeal for her cause had helped make the visit to 
Seattle Diocese one of the most outstanding in 
our Pilgrimage experience. 


Some of the 2000 students and friends who came to pay homage to Our Lady during the outdoor services on the 
campus of Seattle University. Pa 
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FINALE 


We bring this account to a close with the letter 
received from Bishop Connolly prior to our de- 
parture for Spokane :— 


“Two weeks of spiritual enthusiasm with deep 
and far-flung results are about to end in the Dio- 
cese of Seattle. The cause of it all was the small 
statue of Our Lady of Fatima, which has been 
entrusted “on tour” to Father Moore and your 
good self. She has visited all the principal cities 
and communities of our Diocese and everywhere 
the sweet light of her smile has conquered the | 
hearts of her children, even those who had wan- © 
dered far away from her. On every side she has 
given testimony of her maternal kindness and I 
am firmly convinced that her visit will have a” 
lasting effect upon the spiritual sensibilities of our ~ ; 
Catholic people here in the Northwest. F; 


In accordance with this conviction we have dim | 
ected our pastors to establish permanently in t = 
parishes the Devotion of the Five First Satu | 
in Honor of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, and 
to initiate, where the practice is not already ob- 
served, the custom of the daily recitation of the 
Rosary in our parish churches. I feel that this 
devotion will be the means of renewing the graces” 
which came to the Diocese through the visit of” 
the “Pilgrim Virgin” and of rendering to our Lady 
the reparation which she so urgently requested. 





























With every best wish and blessing, I am 
Devotedly yours in Christ, 
% Thomas A. Connolly 
Coadjutor Bishop of Seattle 
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In Seattle, as everywhere, children come to pray to 
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Pilgrimage Returns to East Coast 


Stephen Oraze 


eS 


Lady, placing in her their hopes for a peaceful 
and happy future. 


Concluding its four month stay on the West 
Coast, the “Pilgrim Virgin” visited the Spokane, 


)Washington Diocese (June 12-17), and spent near- 


two weeks in the Diocese of Boise, Idaho. From 
there the pilgrimage continued its long journey 


)eastward, with many scheduled and surprise visits 
‘taking place enroute to Boston, Massachusetts, ul- 


timate destination on the East Coast. Other dio- 
ceses that will welcome the famed statue, either 
before or after Boston, are Ogdensburg, New York; 
Patterson, New Jersey; Springfield and Belleville 
in Illinois; St. Louis, Missouri; and Columbus, 


With Monsignor McGrath's account of the Seattle 
Story we bring to a close the series of articles de- | 
scribing the National tour of the Pilgrim Virgin. We 
take this occasion to thank Mr. Stephen Oraze for the 
detailed account of the various stops throughout the 
pilgrimage. The Pilgrimage is continuing, still drawing 
tremendous crowds of people, who come to kneel and 
pray at the feet of the image of Our Lady of Fatima. 
The Editors. 





Ohio. In all of these will be repeated some of the 
many enthusiastic demonstrations of love for Our 
Lady that have taken place wherever her traveling 
image has visited. 

Everywhere, people will come in great numbers 
to see the beautiful statue, with most cathedrals 
and churches unable to accommodate the vast 
throngs ...the faithful will stand in aisles, sanc- 
tuaries, vestibules, and even in the streets to hear 
the message of Fatima preached by Rt. Rev. Mon- 
signor William C. McGrath, P.A., and Rev. Patrick 
Moore, S.F.M., assisted by Rev. Arthur Kimball 
... Bishops and priests will continue to express in 
amazement, “‘Nothing like this has ever been seen 
before”... magnificent public processions through 
the principal streets will be held in many cities.. 
children will raise their childish but pleasing voices 
in hymns of sincere praise to the Queen of Heav- 
en...countless millions of sacrifices and Rosaries 
will be offered to Our Lady of reparation for sin 
...Men, women and children will stand in line for 
hours for the privilege of touching their beads, 
religious articles or hands to Our Lady’s feet... 
patients in hospitals wili receive new strength and 
courage to bear their sufferings after the image 
of Mary, “the Comforter of the Afflicted” has been 
brought to their bedsides for veneration ... many 
faithful souls will travel hundreds of miles on pil- 
grimages of love for Our Lady... many others will 
remain in all-night vigils of prayer before her 
image... people from all walks of life will come 
to gaze in awe at the beauty of the expression of 
this statue of their Blessed Mother, and to her 
they will give their problems and hopes and dreams 
... Pontifical and special Masses will be offered in 
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Diocese. 





honor of Our Lady of Fatima in church after 
church...countless Communions of reparation 
will be offered on the First Saturday of each month 
... devout souls will consecrate themselves earnest- 
ly and sincerely to the Immaculate Heart of Mary 
... throughout the days and nights prayers will 
be offered for a true and jus! world peace and for 
the conversion of Russia to Christianity . . . priests 
and seminarians will receive new inspiration to 
continue their apostolic labors ...many non-Catho- 
lies will come to learn all they can about Mary’s 
“peace plan from Heaven”...the sisters every- 
where will be “out of this world” as they welcome 
the image of their Queen and Mother into their 
convent chapels—and, like thousands of people in 
churches throughout the land, their eyes will be 
filled with tears when it comes time for Our Lady 
to depart...and last, but most important of all, 
thousands upon thousands of sinners who have been 
away from the Sacraments for many years will 
receive the grace to make their peace with God— 
they will return to Jesus through Mary. 


NOT ENOUGH PEOPLE ARE GRANTING 
OUR LADY'S REQUESTS 


Although manifestations of love for Our Lady 
similar to those just described have taken place 
everywhere throughout the United States and the 
world, the forces of evil are winning out because 
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The Most Rev. Thomas Connolly, Coadjutor Bishop, accompanies 
the “Pilgrim Virgin” as it is carried into St. James Cathedral 
for opening of services beginning two-week tour of the Seattle 


232 THE GRAIL 


not enough people are willing to grant the requests 
she made at Fatima. 

The “Pilgrim Virgin” tour, more than anything 
else, has spread the message of Fatima on a wide 
scale throughout this country. More than 4 million 
Americans have become familiar with Our Lady’s 
requests as a direct result of the pilgrimage, with 
countless millions more becoming acquainted with 
them as a result of the publicity given the tour. 
However, many of these people, choked with the 
material cares and pleasures of each passing day, 
have forgotten their noble resolutions, and have 
become lukewarm in their efforts to improve their 
lives spiritually. On the other hand, divorce, birth 
control, abortions, greed, materialism, and pagan- 
ism are increasing at an alarming rate—in spite 
of Our Lady’s warnings that “Wars are a pun- 
ishment from God for sin.” As a result, Com- 
munism is gaining throughout the world, religious 
persecution is becoming more violent and wide- 
spread, and each day we are drawing closer to an 
atomic war that may be the end of our civilization. 
Proof of this can be seen in the statements of the 
Blessed Virgin Mary in recently reported appari- 
tions (which have received the highest local ecclesi- 
astical approval possible), in Germany and the 
Philippine - Islands. 

In November, 1948, after millions in this coun- 
try had heard about the message of Fatima 
through the “Pilgrim Virgin” tour, Our Lady is 
reported to have told a Carmelite postulant at Lipa 
in the Philippine Islands, to make known this mes- 
sage to the world: “Men do not believe what I 
say; nor do they grant what I ask, which is ex- 
actly the same as at Fatima. Pray much for the 
spread of my devotion.” 


WE MUST CHOOSE BETWEEN A BLOOD BATH 
OR MARY'S PEACE PLAN 


The bloodiest world war in history had barely 
ended, when the Mother of God reportedly appeared 
again on earth, this time to foretell of even more 
terrible disasters in store for men. She appeared 
in 1946 to Barbara Ruess, an 18-year-old girl at 
Pfaffenhofen, Germany, giving her this grim mes- 
sage for men: “The world will have to drain the 
cup of God’s wrath to the bitter dregs because of 
the countless sins through which His Divine Heart 
is offended.” (Note: On Good Friday, 1947, the 
young woman received the stigmata in her hands, 
feet and side.) 

A few months later, the Holy Father, Pope Pius 
XII stated that “Men must prepare themselves for 
suffering such as mankind has never seen.” 

In spite of these grave warnings, there still is 
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Czecho-Slovakia, A Troubled Land 


HATTIE C. FLECK 


y the midst of one of the newest outbursts of 
Church disturbances, we cannot help thinking 
of the beautiful religious manifestations in the 
lovely country, now Czecho-slovakia, once Catholic 
Bohemia. 

As Bohemia, it was with Hungary under Aus- 
tria’s rule. No more lovely tales of religion ever 
came from any European country. Stories of rise 
and fall through the centuries too were plentiful. 
The picturesque capital city of Prague (Praha) 
lies on either side of the romantic River Moldau, 
studded with villas, with wine gardens, with re- 
freshing outdoor eating places, with colorful awn- 
ings shading its patrons from the slanting sun or 
even from the light rains which fall like our 
American showers, all beautiful. 

Prague is a great city. It is to the minds of 
many travelers one of the most beautiful cities in 
the world, with so much to offer in music, art, 
and natural beauties. It was here that poor little 
Mozart, when so badly discouraged with most of 
his delightful compositions which now, more than 
a century later, hold the world spellbound, found 
his reward from his Prague followers, partly be- 
cause he was of their faith, like themselves a 
Catholic who understood how to produce Church 
music as well as other types which they under- 
stood so well. Prague then was a city of apprecia- 
tion, and the tendencies toward that one virtue 
are largely manifested in many structural tributes 
as well as in the written word of Bohemia’s his- 
tory. Saint Wenceslaus is the national patron. He 
was their king, born in 1361 and ruled Bohemia 


as Wenceslaus IV until his death in 1419. His 
name is dear to every child of Bohemian soil. His 
great and imposing statue stands boldly out on the 
main public square, and his memory is largely 
accountable for the many religious manifestations 
so delightful in that charming country, especially 
in Prague. We cannot help referring to the many . 
huge churches built there through the centuries, 
with altars and confessionals of huge size and rare 
decorations. For instance, in a large church far 
from the beaten path one is delighted to see the 
mysteries of the Rosary with such scenes as the 
Visitation ornamenting the upper portion of the 
confessional, with Saint Elizabeth standing above 
awaiting Mary with-outstretched arms, the figures, 
lifesize, in pounded gilt metal. One such group 
shows Our Lord in Gethsemane, while another 
shows the Crucifixion, etc. There are not fifteen 
confessionals, but there are eight or nine, each 
decorated with a mystery; the other mysteries 
have found places in niches on the walls and over 
altars. 

We are now, in the daily news accounts, reading 
about the palace of the Archbishop, the latest of 
the European hierarchy to draw down the ire of 
the godless hordes upon his head. It is that, of 
course, which inspires the writer, of personal ex- 
perience, to want to relate items of interest to 
sympathizers who have neither seen nor heard in- 
timate incidents leading up to such unrest and 
injustice. After World War I it was a regular 
occurrence to hear the student body in Prague 
making scathing remarks about the government of 





hope, for nearly all of God’s dire prophecies are 
conditional, and the predicted punishment can be 
mitigated or remitted altogether, depending on the 
response of the people to His requests. For us, 
this means the fulfillment of the conditions for 
peace given to the world by His Blessed Mother 
at Fatima. 

If war with all its horrors comes again, 
and the Holy Father’s predictions come true, it 
will be simply because the evil are more convinced 
of their wickedness than the good are of their 
righteousness. It will be because not enough peo- 
ple are willing to amend their lives; make repara- 
tion; recite the Rosary daily; practice the Devo- 


tion of the Five First Saturdays; and consecrate 
themselves to the Immaculate Heart of Mary. 
At Fatima, the Mother of God promised that in 
the end her Immaculate Heart would triumph, 
Russia would be converted and some time of peace 
would be conceded to the world. How soon that 
triumph takes place and in what manner, depends 
on you and me. It will come soon bringing true 
peace and happiness to the world, or it will come 
only after the world has been cleansed by the 
most terrible “blood bath” in all its history—de- 
pending on how many of us are willing to grant 
Our Lady’s requests. We must choose between 
that “blood bath” or Mary’s “peace plan from 


. Heaven.” 
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the times. A dissatisfaction reigned everywhere, 
and the churches, once so much part of the people 
no longer meant much to the younger generation. 
In order to appreciate these incidents one had to 
witness certain manners which proclaimed the ris- 
ing generation one vastly different from their 
parents to whom religious articles still remained 
sacred. One good lesson was brought home to some 
Americans who knelt in public veneration before a 
crucifix on one of the many bridges spanning the 
Moldau River. This particular bridge was highly 
religious in all its ornamentation. A huge cru- 
cifix with Mary and the group of St. John and the 
Magdalene, stood in the center, with a kneeling 
bench of stone. While the Americans prayed for 
a moment, a band of boys came over making re- 
marks and slurs, not by any means commendable 
in a Catholic country. One naturally thought this 
behavior somewhat crude, but also tried making 
allowance for youth. But this was not an isolated 
occurrence; scoffing was the trend of the times. 

When one mentions a bridge thus equipped, 
more must be said in explanation. This same 
bridge held a shrine to a Saint, who is almost (or 
was) as dear to the Bohemian heart as Saint 
Wenceslaus. It was the window of a confessional 
in stone, and the story is that at this point the 
saint confessor of the Queen was thrown from the 
bridge by her husband, a King, for not revealing 
her secrets. A little farther on other groups of 
sainted figures in gilt metal represent what once 
was so dear to the Catholics of that lovely land, 
but of which the youth of twenty years ago wanted 
little or nothing. Such public demonstrations 
showed one that the Church had lost ground, and 
therefore it is not surprising when we read in 
today’s Catholic papers that the Archbishop of 
Prague was hissed down as he tried recently to 
deliver his message to the faithful. In order to 
be fair it must be stressed that not all the youth 
of that country followed in this unfortunate line, 
but enough have been misled to make such bad 
behaviour possible even twenty years ago, and to 
make possible the final acceptance of Communism 
when the time was ripe for them to step in and 
to take over. 

One of the best-known patron Saints of Czecho- 
slovakia (Bohemia) and who is as popular as Wen- 
ceslaus, is Saint John Nepomucene. In the Cathe- 
dral of St. Vitus, of which we read so much at 
this moment, where Archbishop Beran is meeting 
his antagonists on the one hand, and his many 
scrrowing sympathizers on the other, who weep 
and pray while the unfaithful boo and hiss, there 


is the magnificent tomb and shrine to Saint John ° 
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Nepomucene. This is one of the most gorgeous 
monuments ever erected to any saint or patron of 
any land. It takes in a great area to the side of 
the immense church and is of solid silver, with 
many vigil lamps suspended from the ceiling, al- 
ways lighted, night and day. The dazzling scene 
is unforgettable. Walls and tomb, altar and sur- 
roundings all in solid silver, with shimmering 
lamps and lights in full keeping with the elegance 
of the general whole, makes a lasting impression 
on a visitor. This cathedral is situated on the hill 
on one shore of the Moldau, near the once royal 
palace of the Bohemian kings, and close to the 
Archbishop’s palace. From this point of elevation 
one may overlook much of the glorious city, and 
when reading of the fearful unrest and tyranny 
now reigning in that unfortunate country, one 
wonders why such beauty and advantages are not 
sufficient to establish peace with a Te Deum of 
thanksgiving for the loveliness of the scene. 
Even as in Hungary of recent date, in the lovely 
city of Budapest, situated similarly as Prague, on 
the banks of a great river, the Danube, with simi- 
lar scenes of palaces and grandeur, the unrest that 
developed into the fearful tragedy for the Church 
last Christmas, the beauty of the past had no hold 
on the rising generations. Have people lost their 
love for quiet enjoyments of the lovelier things of 
life, as well as their inner love for God? Dis- 
turbances, so difficult to handle once they have 
spread, rob the human heart of all power of con- 
centration on the lovely things of life. It took 
time and money, energy. and will and determina- 
tion to build up the grand palaces of the Old World, 
which today are fiies in the ointment of the ruth- 
less hordes and only expansion means anything to 
the new order of government. Expansion... not 
honor, nor beauty, but possession is the thing. 
As we view lovely Czecho-slovakia from a dis- 
tant land in retrospect, we of course, as Ameri- 
cans, see many disturbing as well as favorable 
episodes. One such is the annexation of territories 
that helped to enlarge certain countries while oth- 
ers cried over the loss of their lands. It made of 
one a large and independent republic while reduc- 
ing another to a status of sheer dependence. Such 
was the case when Bohemia was formed into the 
powerful (for a time) Republic of Czecho-slovakia, 
adding Moravia, Slovakia, part of Silesia, Ruthe- 
nia and other lesser dominions. In this territory 
lie also the famous spas, Carlsbad, Franzenbad, 
and the loveliest of all spas, Marienbad, once the 
most Catholic place in the world. A few years 
ago, under the new Republic of Czecho-slovakia, 
after the last of the International Eucharistic 
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Congresses, in 1938, Americans visited Marienbad 
for the Corpus Christi celebrations, once a great 
celebration. Everything closed, hotels abandoned 
for the time, the Corpus Christi procession was 
small and attended by but a few in comparison 
to former years. It was the time of the unrest 
about the Sudetenland question, which no doubt 
also helped to fan the fire which today is bursting 
forth over the venerable head of the Archbishop 
of Prague. Distances do, not count... flames are 
fanned by ill winds that blow no good for anyone. 

There is also in the mind of the traveler another 
figure dear to the Catholic heart, in danger of 
disruption, the Statue of the Infant of Prague in 
what was once the Carmelite Church there. Of 
all statues and interesting devotions to the average 
visitor to Prague, that was most dear to the hearts 
of Catholic tourists. It is an imposing figure, 
standing on its side altar in the old church, wear- 
ing its spectacular garments of suitable hues for 
each season of the year, such as a white mantle 
for Easter, a red one for Pentecost, and of course 
holding the globe in its hand as King of Kings 
and of the Universe. 

Every day at four o'clock, people flock to the 
shrine from everywhere, for the public veneration 
of the Infant, followed by daily Benediction of the 
Blessed Sacrament. Once the doll of a royal per- 
sonage, the image found its way to the Carmelites 
centuries ago, and it has an interesting history 
in itself, having been lost during the Carmelite 
expulsion from Prague, and miraculously found in 
a rubbish heap behind the high-altar as the debris 
of years’ accumulation was removed by one of the 
Brothers, who never ceased praying for the return 
of the Miraculous Infant. With a love spread the 
world over, the Infant of Prague is paramount in 
the minds of those who have had devotion to it, 
and who were thrilled when first beholding the 
real statue, after having seen so many replicas of 
it everywhere. It is one of the great privileges 
of the Old World to have seen this famous statue, 
and to have prayed before it, and beheld it in all 
its Continental beauty of setting. 

As we go through years of history and are not 
asleep to the facts of “good and evil” we of course 
know that countries have had their religious con- 
flicts before and have recovered, but we are ask- 
ing ourselves, “Was it ever conducted as ruthlessly 
as in our times?” Historians might tell us that 
worse trials befell the Church and, “she rallied 
‘round the flag of Christ and conquered.” But the 
hordes of enemies, although always some from in- 
side, did not seem so confident of utter destruction 
as of today. Yet, if we care to make honest com- 


parisons, and find our hope of the future in these 
comparisons, history tells us some awful tales, such 
as the Thirty Years’ War, the Lutheran “Reforma- 
tion,” and the arrest of another high dignitary, 
Cardinal Wolsey, Bishop of London, who refused 
to sanction the divorce of Henry VIII of England. 
Like Cardinal Mindzenty, he was condemned to 
death after imprisonment, but died on the way to 
the court, thus sparing him the death on the gal- 
lows. Comparing times and episodes might make 
us more hopeful for the church of today, which 
looks dark and desperate to her children, but dan- . 
gerously drear to our Holy Father, who bears the 
burden of the world upon his shoulders. 


Beautiful Prague! Beautiful Catholic Bohemia 
of the past! The Infant of Prague still stands on 
its altar, according to late visitors, and may it 
never again be sent to the debris-piles as of yore. 
May St. John Nepomucene remember the multi- 
tudes of worshippers who visited his shrine through 
the centuries; may the many processions through 
the streets of Catholic Prague be recalled by the 
less fervent people of today, and of all tragedies 
in all the Communistic countries ...the youth, may 


‘ it return to its father’s house, lest it die of star- 


vation and exposure. 


When we ask is it not the Communist who is 
doing the damage in the Central European coun- 
tries right now, to be truthful we must reply that 
it is also an “inside job”; otherwise they could 
not have entered unmolestedly. We saw it in the 
youth of the various lands now afflicted, many 
years ago, holding our breath, but saying nothing 
and doing less. With a first wall of faithful ad- 
herents, no one could enter so easily as intruder 
and dictator...and it is not likely that they will 
give up after such “easy” success. England re- 
mained as Henry VIII left it; the north of Ger- 
many was torn to shreds by Luther; Moravia was 
ruptured by followers of Huss; Mexico, to come 
closer to home, has not been benefited by its recent 
communistic trends so dangerous a few years ago; 
everywhere we see that the intruders are helped 
by unfaithfulness from within, a danger signal to 
those who believe it can’t happen here! And none 
has recovered! 


Of course, the sympathies of the entire Catholic 
world, and of much of the world outside the Church, 
are with our afflicted hierarchy and our Clergy and 
Religious, and with the Pope, whose heart is heavy 
with care. Do we as Catholics realize our duty 
to pray more than ever for the cause? It is a 
duty and none may shirk it! We are not fair- 
weather Catholics. ... 
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Are the ALP. 


VENTS of recent months occurring on a 

widespread scale are indicative that we are 
having a return of the despised “A.P.A.” movement 
under the guise or cover of the title, “Americans 
and Others for the Separation of Church and 
State.” 

As a lad I remember something of the A.P.A.’s, 
or the American Protective Association, and their 
activities and machinations as they instilled some 
kind of an imaginary fear into my youthful mind. 

Today we have its counterpart, I think, in the 
Society for Separation, but that’s not all; the 
speakers and proponents of the doctrine espoused 
do not rigidly adhere to its tenets, but fend off 
into the path of complete denunciation of things 
Catholic, practically from the alpha to the omega. 

I am powerless to understand the inclusion of 
the words “and others” with the word “Ameri- 
cans,” in support of their crusade, for those words 
do sound like an alliance with something foreign, 
the very thing they find fault with in Catholics, 
in unity and obedience to the See of Rome. 

For three successive nights in the late nineties 
the A.P.A.’s held forth in our borough of Kings- 
ton, Pa., in the Dymond and Lewis hall, third 
floor. The hall, not the entire structure, was im- 
mediately placed on the taboo list, unofficially, by 
Kingston Catholics, but many today of the uniniti- 
ated misconstrue the real meaning of the word 
“condemned” to mean that the building itself was 
not solidly constructed, a totally erroneous concep- 
tion, but one that can be reasonably excused. 

Law and order were not too strictly observed 
in the industrial and mining communities then, 
and often groups of infuriated and angry men 
would deign to handle things in their own manner, 
illegally of course. 

Again reverting to the late nineties, some of the 
outraged citizens watching the progress of the 
anti-Catholic meetings, were equipped with stones 
and clubs, bent on running an “ex-priest” out of 
town, but alas and for the general good, the speak- 
er did not appear for the fourth encore. 

We do not know what would have happened, but 
are glad nothing drastic did, for that would handi- 
cap and jeopardize the splendid co-religionist feel- 
ing that prevails in Kingston, regardless of 1898. 

Not all Protestants approved of or countenanced 
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's Returning ? 


TIM McCARTHY 


the so-called anti-Pope campaign, and membership 
in the ranks of the A.P.A. group then and for 
some few years later, did not bring very zood 
esteem in the community. 

Among the outstanding and liberal-minded Prot- 
estants who did not sanction such meetings and who 
did not want their people to hear anything from 
the imported “ex-priest” was the late Very Rev- 
erend Dr. Thomas C. Edwards, a noted Congrega- 
tionalist, and later Arch-Druid of America, a title 
and honor given to Welsh celebrities. Dr. Edwards 
was highly regarded by his followers. They fol- 
lowed his lead unquestionably. 

Dr. Edwards’ congregation was composed mainly 
of miners and he believed in and _ preached 
tolerance, the art of living together harmoniously. 
When the press announced one morning: “Edwards 
denounces A.P.A. meetings,” the entire bottom 
dropped out of the ardor of the followers of those 
groups. 

Dr. Edwards exhorted his flock not to patronize 
the anti-Catholic crusade saying: “Those meetings 
down there are not for our class of people. We 
want no part of any ex-priest or any ex-minister of 
the Gospel coming into our midst fomenting trou- 
ble.” Dr. Edwards had as much sway with his 
people as any pastor of any sect, and word soon 
spread around the mines. “7. C. is against those 
meetings.” 

Are we having a return of that movement? I 
think we are, especially with one Paul Blanshard, 
the spark plug. He is a former attaché of the 
La Guardia organization in New York City, and 
later was with our State Department in some off- 
trail assignment which took him to many foreign 
lands and according to his testimony, he was more 
taken up with the religious phase of foreign affairs 
in those outposts than he was with actual and more 
pressing diplomatic affairs during the war. 

Mr. Blanshard in his public address in Washing- 
ton, D.C., which was given meager coverage in the 
press, and therefore the press accepted no replies 
or rebuttals of the speech, did not cling to his 
announced subject of “Separation of Church and 
State.” Had he done so, he could be given credit 
for exercising the right of Americans to speak on 
a public and controversial subject. That would be 
each citizen’s prerogative. But no; his tirade was 
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against nearly all of the precepts, laws, and tenets 
of the Catholic Church. 


The host-minister, Rev. A. Powell Davies, and 
Mr. Blanshard made it plain that they were not 
out to denounce, or to destroy any one faith, but 
they deviated from that declaration in every in- 
stance. Both speakers, naively, or coyly, went so 
far as to wonder why the Irish people, whom they 
regard as above the average intelligence, could go 
so far, or stoop so low, as to follow the lead of 
a foreign ruler, the Pope of Rome. 


Blanshard also stated, that the Italian member- 
ship in the Sacred College has wide influence, in- 
dicating that it contains a majority of Cardinals 
of Italian extraction. Such was, but is no longer 
the case. 


Mr. Blanshard, in his cunning, said that he al- 
ways opposed Klanism and that sort of movement. 
Well, the Klan did things in secret. Give Paul 
credit at least for coming out in the open with 
his diatribe. He cited one instance of his lack of 
erudition when he said he was tempted to inter- 
rupt the learned and venerable Archbishop McNich- 
olas of Cincinnati in a recent religious statue 
blessing in Washington (Christ, the Light of the 
World). He did not say what withheld him from 
his contemplated interruption, but probably thought 
it would place him in the very ugly category of 
boor. 


He stated he frequently receives letters of com- 
mendation from Catholics and some financial sup- 
port. There are renegades in all movements and 
in all parties, and even George Washington, his 
own hero, had his traitors: in Benedict Arnold 
and Charles Lee. Such people if they do not always 
subscribe to Catholic doctrine, which Paul is de- 
crying, should, pronto, withdraw from communion 
with the See of Rome. It did not take General 
Robert E. Lee many days to make his momentous 
decision in surrendering his commission in the 
Union Army when he cast his lot with the South. 


Paul had the brazen audacity to state that 
Peter’s Pence (he had to explain that one to them), 
was being diverted to political channels in other 
countries. What cares he for that? It is not his 
money. What say has Mr. Average Citizen got 
on the wisdom of expending billions to needy coun- 
tries elsewhere? 


He greatly laments the failure of the Roman 
Catholic Church to summon a General Council in 
the past sixty years. Inasmuch as Catholics are 
not offering any protest, why his interest? Is there 
a living Catholic who is interposing objection to 


the method of the Baptists or the Methodists in 
shaping the plan for a synod, a conclave, or a 
presbytery? We do not know of such complaint. 


Paul is not eloquent, nor is he unpleasant to 
hear. The very nature of his topic could make him 
somewhat popular; he got tremendous applause 
when he attacked the Church’s stand (God’s stand) 
on Birth Control and abortions in cases of precari- 
ous confinement. Protestants do not consider them- 
selves bound by Catholic doctrine in this respect, 
so why is he jittery? Catholic mothers know their 
duty and are willing to make the supreme sac- 
rifice if it be God’s will. We fear Paul is con- 
cerned about the number of Protestants adopting 
the Catholic faith and many of them through the 
exemplary life their Catholic partner leads. 


A segment of his audience was very demonstra- 
tive in his reference to Birth Control, indicating 
that many of those present like the life of con- 
cupiscence, the partaking of the pleasures of the 
lusts of the flesh without assuming any of the 
attendant responsibilities. 


His reference to the small family and his raillery 
of the family of twelve brought forth considerable 
approval, but he neglected to mention that our 
country’s welfare would be in jeopardy if the size 
of the present-day family is not enlarged. I won- 
der if he ever heard of the five O’Sullivan broth- 
ers, all Catholics, who went down bravely to death 
in their ship in the last war. 


Paul ridiculed the opposition of the Church as 
regards the referendum held in Massachusetts, on 
the question of whether or not that State should 
legalize the use of contraceptives. Even had it 
passed, which it didn’t, Catholie doctors would still 
refrain from turning back on the Law of their 
Church in that respect. So why the need of such 
a shoddy piece of legislation to mar the clear 
thinking of our growing boys and girls? 


The very thought of placing such a pernicious 
question on the ballot at all is diabolical, even 
though it may be termed biological, and shows the 
depths to which we are sinking morally. A nice 
situation for parents returning from voting having 
to explain to their growing sons and daughters. 


What would be the matter, Paul, of granting 
the requests of some segments of our people in 
the west, who frequently claim that they should 
be allowed to practice polygamy on the premise 
that it is their religious belief? Our country said 
“NO” to that demand, emphatically, in 1892. 


Paul portrayed his true size and punditry, or a 
lack of it, when he said: “It is not intended that 
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women should bear children every year or two to 
please the Pope.” 


That showed his magnitude of knowledge. It is 
not a question of a family of two or twelve chil- 
dren; the law is that there shall be no limitation 
placed on the number of offspring through frus- 
tration or interference of any sort. 


As to his declaration that he would not care to 
send his sons to war with the Soviets, he must 
realize that patriots follow their leaders, their duly 
elected representatives. As Cardinal Gibbons, of 
happy memory, one day said, and his statue is 
only fifty or sixty yards from the All Souls Uni- 
tarian Church, where Blanshard talked: “The au- 
thorities and officers have avenues of information, 
soldiers, which are closed to you. Obey,” and 
Cardinal Gibbons was always sought for his sound 
advice and able counsel. 


There is an adage, “Death loves a shining mark.” 
This is mentioned for the reason that Paul singled 
out the noted Monsignor Fulton Sheen for daring 
to officiate at the marriage of his brother in 1942, 
to a woman, who Paul said, had been married 
before, and divorced. 


He did not clarify his statement and considered 
his audience gullible. Beyond a doubt there was 
a flaw in that first marriage that he spoke of. 


Even the most prejudiced Protestant, or follower 
of Blanshard, would give intellectual credit to 
Monsignor Sheen for doing only that which is 
right and in order and Blanshard was manifestly 
unfair to the noted educator, radio speaker and 
philosopher to bring up the validity of the mar- 
riage performed, without explaining the pertinent 
points thereof. There are designated tribunals to 
act on those intricate and complicated marriage 
laws, and Blanshard ridiculed those too. 


It is high time that Protestants and critics of 
Catholicity read the Ne Temere decree issued by 
Pope Pius X, the Peasant Pope, in the year 1908, 
which clearly defines the state of marriage, viz.: 
that marriage of a Catholic, outside of the Church, 
is in fact no marriage. 

In his conclusion Paul also took a snide at 
celibacy, always a favorite target of the critic and 
much used by the sensuous in derision. He blamed 
St. Thomas Aquinas for introduction of celibacy, 
and of course his listeners approved of his view- 
point, for few outside of the Church believe in the 
vow, or virtue of celibacy. On the contrary, though, 
when one or another spouse of many marriages, 
leaves for vacation, it is expected that both remain 
loyal and true to their marriage vows, that is, 


refrain from infidelity for that period of time. 
That’s on the order of celibacy for the laity. 


I worked with an army officers who did not be- 
lieve in anything that would curtail what so many 
people claim is “their own private affair.” 


I thought I had the officer in a tight corner last 
summer on that topic when his wife had gone 
North for the summer, and I asked him if he ex- 
pected to be faithful and virtuous during that 
period; also whether he expected the same conduct 
from his wife. He paused for a minute and then 
gave his answer to the rather delicate or daring 
question, saying, “Mac, you place me in a very 
delicate position.” 


A portion of doubting Thomases believe it is 
impossible for the clergy to practice celibacy; still 
they expect that quality from their better halves 
when separation occurs. They also expect virtuous 
lives on the part of their growing sons and daugh- 
ters; but from the clergy, impossible, they claim. 


Mixed marriages also had an inning with Paul; 
for his and others’ benefit, let it be stated that 
neither the Catholic Church nor many others, favor 
mixed marriages. Notwithstanding the multiplicity 
of pamphlets published and on hand in Protestant 
churches, which can be picked up gratis, and in 
which they make it plain what the law of the 
Catholic Church is, we still have Protestants who 
court and marry Catholic spouses, and subscribe 
to the Catholic doctrine. 


The Catholic Church does not demand that the 
Protestant party forgo his own faith. But it does 
expect the Non-Catholic party to know the rules 
of the faith of the Catholic party, so that there 
will be a minimum of conflict on that score later. 


In point of fact, Major Cooper and others were 
in conversation in an Army post about signing 
papers to rear children from a contemplated mar- 
riage, in the faith of the Catholic mother. I knew 
him well and waited his reaction from the ribbing 
that was being administered. He answered thus: 


“Yes, fellows, I signed, and what is more, I am 
living up to my part of the bargain. Not only 
are my children Catholic, but they attend a Catho- 
lic school.” 


I could not but admire his steadfastness in not 
reneging on his pledge. We all have to abide by 
and conform to municipal and state laws in our 
everyday tasks as citizens of the Commonwealth, 
though often those rules and ordinances enacted 
to be lived up to by all alike do not meet with 
our fullest approval or approbation. 


238 THE GRAIL August 








o7Z= 


mo ce st} SD > & 


loan i ean | oO 


nan es 





me, 


any 


last 
one 
ex- 
hat 
uct 
hen 
ing 
ery 


is 
still 
ves 
ous 
gh- 


ul ; 
hat 
vor 
ity 
ant 

in 
the 
vho 
‘ibe 


the 
oes 
les 
ere 
ter. 


ere 
ing 
ar- 
ew 
ing 
us: 


am 
nly 
ho- 


not 


ur 
th, 
ted 
ith 





THE IRON FIST CANNOT SMASH PETER’S KEYS 


CHESTER 


SHAKESPEARIAN character to the con- 

trary notwithstanding, the Devil is no gen- 
tleman. He hates God, himself, the Church and 
man. One form of his hatred is the trick called 
secularism. By every manner of guile he makes 
the world extremely attractive: looks, appearances, 
adornments, odors, enticements, ambitions, posi- 
tions and fames are put to work constantly in the 
fatuous hope that we may be tempted to feel at 
home here where we can have no home. Intellec- 
tualism is another bait he uses to ensnare man in 
false glory. Inteilectualism is nothing but pride of 
intellect. The Angelic Doctor, St. Thomas Aquinas, 
and one of the most successful opponents of the 
Devil, explains that pride was the Devil’s fault and 
for it he was most horribly punished. He would 
be like God and, of course, failed. He tempted 
man to be like God and man also failed. 

From time to time in history the iron fist has 
been used relentlessly against the Church, God’s 
chosen instruments for dealing with man. Again 
and again the iron fist has opposed Peter’s. Keys. 
Always the iron fist. has failed; always the Keys 
have survived. The Roman Emperors, Julian the 
Apostate, Attila the Hun, Henry IV of Germany, 
Henry VIII of England were ancient and medieval 
examples of the proud trying to conquer the hum- 
ble. Always the humble outlasted the proud. The 
Emperors of ancient Rome clasped the Mediter- 


QUIGLEY 


ranean world but in a large sense they were tol- 
erant, constructive and wise until the Church came 
into being. Several of them moved with the iron 
fist to crush Peter’s Keys. Rome is gone into the 
memories of history, the Church remains. The 
fasces have broken; the Keys are still a power. 
Julian the Apostate, somewhat in the fashion of 
the later Hitler, tried to restore the ancient pagan 
worship. He would have crushed the Church had 
that been possible. After a vain struggle he mur- 
mured weakly: “Galilean, Thou hast conquered!” 
Attila the Hun roared through the world at the 
head of his horrid legions, smashing everything 
that did not please him. He wanted to take Rome 
and wipe it from the face of the earth. The 
Church was too much for him and he retreated 
to be housed forever in an unknown grave. Henry 
IV of Germany, not content with ruling the body 
of man, wanted also to rule his soul; he chose to 
speak as a warrior and a priest. Peter’s Keys 
opposed him. He was outlawed and in the eyes of 
the Christian world was little better than a refu- 
gee. He would not make peace, he blustered, would 
not “go to Canossa.” But he did go to ask for 
reconciliation, thus making the expression “go to 
Canossa” famous. That he was insincere is not to 
the point for in the course of time Henry IV lost 
power, his successors were futile and his empire 
was frittered away. The iron fist had again failed. 





As a youngster, I heard disparaging remarks 
about confession of sins, kneeling in prayer, the 
celebration of Mass, and clerical celibacy. 


Nowadays there is a better feeling existing a- 
mong playmates if it can only be continued, main- 
tained and encouraged, and as to criticism of Holy 
Mass, there are numerous instances -where Non- 
Catholics have requested that Masses be celebrated 
for their departed and they have not been refused. 


In some respects there is a marked improvement 
but this may be dissipated by men of the Blan- 
shard type. 

Nothing tends to divide a town or its citizens 
More than the inculcation of such disturbing fac- 
tors as religious bickering and the gospel of hate. 


We have learned to disagree politically with 
friends and neighbors and yet remain on good 
terms. No political party, incidentally, is perfect 
and I am not partial to any, but certainly I am 
not going to avoid all of my associates because 
they profess membership in some one party of 
choice. 

We trust Paul Blanshard will desist from his 
hate program, and devote his time and energies 
to something more beneficial to mankind. If that 
is not possible, or agreeable, then we feel his or- 
ganization should at least hue to its declared line, 
that of “Separation of Church and State.” 

Candidly, we don’t know of a single Catholic who 
is openly or privately, campaigning for the Union 
of Church and State, here or elsewhere. 
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Peter’s Keys went on locking and unlocking the 
portals of Heaven. 


Napoleon the First was at heart enough of a 
Catholic to understand the position of the Church 
in relation to God and man. But over-weaning 
pride, the world-conqueror complex, filled his tiny 
body and brilliant mind until he could think of 
nothing but the rule of Europe for himself. He 
would use the Church if he could though he might 
have to apply the iron fist. In 1807 at the age 
of thirty-seven, Napoleon instructed his stepson, 
Eugene Beauharnais by means of a letter-within- 
a-letter-within-a-letter to apply pressure on Pope 
Pius VII. In that propaganda document is found 
a much quoted (and misquoted) passage. It runs 

What does Pius VII wish to do when he 

denounces me to Christendom? Put an inter- 

dict on my throne? Excommunicate me? 

Does he imagine their muskets will fall from 

my soldiers’ fingers? 

When will the mighty learn not to scorn the 
Church, to brush aside Peter’s Keys? A few years 
later in September, 1818, Napoleon, somewhat older 
but not as yet a wiser man, had to write: 

...all the imaginary details of the burning 

of Troy can never equal the reality of that 

of Moscow. 


The following winter in Russia saw the wreckage 
of Napeoleon’s vast forces, the destruction of thou- 
sands of his loyal, innocent soldiers through freez- 
ing. The muskets did fall from their fingers! 
Another short period of time and Napoleon had 
gone into ineptitude, languishing away on a barren 
rock, writing his memoirs and making a sincere 
Catholic preparation to end his days by using 
Peter’s Keys properly. 


The modern futility of the iron fist is before our 
eyes. The thud of the iron fist echoes across the 
world, Benito Mussolini would revive Rome and 
rule the Mediterranean. The Church might be an 
instrument. He negotiated the Lateran Treaty. 
Vatican City became an independent state. Peter’s 
Keys were more highly honored before the world. 
But the iron fist came down with silent, increas- 
ing pressure. The Church was straitened in many 
ways. The little Napoleon of Italy did not die in 
exile. The details of his death are too gruesome 
for repetition here. 


Adolf Hitler in his wandering, bewildered Mein 
Aampf, told how as a boy he wanted to be like a 
Father Abbot he saw down the street in his home 
town—a personage of power. This wholesome boy- 
hood ambition was swallowed in later years by a 
terrible egomania. Never has the world been more 
troubled by the diabolism of one man. The swas- 
tika, the crippled, tortured cross, and the iron fist 
were turned against the Church, against the True 
Cross and Peter’s Keys. The whole world ought 
to know who won the ensuing battle. Dead or 
alive Hitler is gone; Peter’s Keys remain. 

I said the whole world ought to know who won 
the battle between the iron fist and Peter’s Keys, 
but there are a few stubborn victims of intellec- 
tualism in Europe today who continue to use the 
iron fist. Joseph Stalin is the arch-leader of the 
group. At one time he studied half-heartedly for 
the priesthood of the Orthodox church while at 
night he made forays against banks to get funds 
for the revolution. Throughout most of his life he 
has tried to crush Peter’s Keys. We know (as he 
must know) how the contest will end. 


Peter’s Keys have been and remain stronger than 
the iron fist. They have resisted and do resist the 
keenest sword. They shall not crumble under the 
atomic bomb. They have survived the curses of 
Julian, the spiked clubs of Attila’s men, the fasces, 
the swastika and they shall survive the hammer 
and the sickle. There is a divine promise con- 
stantly fulfilled. Those who do not rely on the 
promise but who know something of the larger 
meaning of history, should read aright the numer- 
ous signs along man’s way. The weight of the 
evidence is impressive. An old man sits at Rome 
today with Peter’s Keys in his trembling hands. 
He gazes steadily out into the troubled worid. 
Within his mind flash the careers of his hundreds 
of predecessors. Within his heart he is comforted 
by divine encouragement. In spite of the Pontiff’s 
age and trembling hands Peter’s Keys are secure 
against plot, persecution, misrepresentation, scan- 
dal, raid, slander, criticism and heresy. Stronger 
than man, Peter’s Keys shall be with man, for 
man so long as man exists on this earth. When 
man ends here Peter’s Keys shall be surrendered 
to God since they came from Him. Then the Devil 
and his aides shall knew unerringly what they now 
suspect—that they are not gentlemen. 
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THE MERCIFUL CHRIST 


HE Second World War was 

raging in fury. A_ refugee 
priest was slipping through enemy 
lines, hiding by day and travelling 
by night through a country that 
had outlawed God. He was a 
Polish priest, of the Congregation 
of Marian Fathers of the Immacu- 
late Conception. The year was 
1940. The priest slipped from Po- 
land into Lithuania, through Rus- 
sia, Siberia. and Japan, arriving 
finally in America, 


This priest was on a special 
mission. He had pledged himself 
to help spread a new devotion to 
God throughout the United States. 
He carried a treasure, a treasure 
that promised almost unbelievable 
rewards. It may have been this 
treasure that kept him safe during 
those long and hazardous months 
of circling the globe with the 
world at war. 

The refugee priest was carrying 
with him the Holy Picture of Christ 
Merciful, together with an outline 
of its history. No art gallery, no 
convent or monastery possessed a 
similar picture. They could not 
have a copy of it. No artist, no 
mystic outside Poland had seen 
Christ in this particular pose. The 
Merciful Christ had appeared to 
Sister Faustina, a Polish nun and 
commanded her to paint Him as 
she saw Him. 


Sister Faustina received the first 
apparition of the Merciful Christ 
on February 22, 1931 in Plotzk. 
She describes the experience very 
graphically. “It happened in the 
evening. | was in my cell when | 
saw Jesus dressed in a white gar- 
ment. He held one hand raised 
in blessing and with the other He 
was touching the garment at His 
breast. From under the garment 
came two rays of light, one red 
and the other pale. 

“In silence | contemplated the 
lord. My soul was filled with fear 
and at the same time with great 
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joy. After a moment Jesus said to 
me, ‘Paint a picture according to 
the vision you see, with the in- 
scription Jesus | trust in Thee. | 
desire that the picture be venerat- 
ed first in your chapel and then 
throughout the world.’ ”’ 


Together with instructions to 
paint the picture Our Lord gave 
two promises. ‘l promise that the 
soul that will venerate this picture 
will not perish. | further promise 
to that soul victory over its ene- 
mies already here on earth and 
especially in the hour of death. | 
Myself shall defend that soul as 
My own Glory.” 


The apparition of Our Lord, the 
King of Mercy repeated itself sev- 
eral times so that it would be in- 
delibly imprinted on Sister Faus- 
tina's mind and soul. Sister Faus- 
tina tried to paint the picture her- 
self but failed. She complained 
to Our Lord that she could not 
fulfill His injunction She was given 
a vision of the priest who would 
help her. In him she recognized 
her own confessor. Sister there- 
fore confided her visions and ex- 
traordinary graces and revelations 
to him. 

After he had made inquiries into 
the spirit of Sister Faustina, her 
physical health, her visions and 
graces the priest conferred with 
superiors after which arrangements 
were made to have the artist 
Eugene Kazimierowski paint a pic- 
ture of the MERCY OF GOD ac- 
cording to the instructions given 
him by Sister Faustina. The picture 
was completed in June, 1934. In 
one of her visions Sister com- 
plained that the finished product 
was not as beautiful as she had 
seen it but Our Lord replied that 
it was satisfactory, saying, ‘| am 
giving to people a vessel with 
which they should come to fetch 
graces from the font of Mercy. 
That vessel is this picture with the 
inscription Jesus | trust in Thee.” 
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In the picture Our Lord is de- 
picted walking, His right hand 
raised in blessing, His left hand 
drawing aside the folds of His 
robe near His Heart. From be- 
neath this drawn garment as if 
from His Heart a red and white 
ray shine forth. Our Lord revealed, ‘ 
“The rays on the picture represent 
the blood and water which gushed 
forth from the depth of My Mercy 
when My agonizing Heart was 
opened on the Cross. The pale 
rays symbolize the water which 
justified the soul; and the red rays 
represent the blood, which is the 
life of the soul. These rays shield 
the soul before the wrath of My 
Father. Fortunate is he who lives 
in their brilliance for the just hand 
of Godshall never reach him. 


“| desire that the first Sunday 
after Easter be celebrated as the 
Feast of Mercy. Ask your confessor 
to speak to all the world on this 
day of My great Mercy; that any- 
one who approaches on this day 
the Source of Life will obtain com- 
plete remission of punishment and 
sin. Mankind will not find peace 
unless it turns with confidence to 
My Mercy."" He then commanded 
the following ejaculation to be re- 
cited at each entrance into the 
chapel, “O Blood and Water 
which gushed forth from the Heart 
of Jesus as a font of Mercy for 
us, | trust in Thee." 

The painting was something 
new and heretofore unknown in 
this form in the Church; therefore 
it could not be exposed publicly 
in any church at that time but a 
commission was appointed and as- 
signed to investigate the matter. 
The decision was favorable and on 
April 3, 1937, with the permission 
of the Archbishop of Vilno the 
original painting was publicly ex- 
posed in the Church of St. Michael, 
where it remains to this day. 

The devotion spread rapidly 
through Poland particularly in 
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Cracow and Vilno, where pictures 
of the Merciful Christ were publicly 
venerated. Our Lord told Sister 
Faustina, ‘‘When punishments for 
sins shall come upon the earth 
and your native land shall be in 
extreme abasement, the only sal- 
vation will be hope in Divine Mer- 
cy. | shall preserve the cities and 
homes in which this picture shall 
be found; | shall protect likewise 
those persons who shall venerate 
and have confidence in My Mercy." 
Cracow and Vilno were spared 
from destruction during the war! 

The Mercy of the Sacred Heart 
today constitutes one of the sour- 
ces of great spiritual strength in 
Poland and some of the adjacent 
countries. The devotion spread 
rapidly from Vilno to the entire 
country despite Nazi-Soviet fron- 
tiers. It was the ever-present com- 
panion of the Polish exiles in the 
wastes of Siberia fortifying them 
with hope and assurance of de- 
livery. 

It reached the ruins of Warsaw 
where the cry was conceived, ‘‘We 
live because God so wills it; we 
shall die when He orders it; we 
have confidence that He shall save 
us, for His Mercy is Eternal.” 

Sister Faustina was a humble 
nun, born Helen Kowalska in the 
village of Glogowice, Poland, on 
August 25, 1905. At the age of 
20 she entered the Congregation 
of the Sisters of Our Lady of Mercy 
(comonly known as the Magda- 
lene Sisters) who devote them- 
selves chiefly to the education and 
training of girls impoverished mor- 
ally and financially. She finished 
her postulant year in Warsaw and 
a two-year novitiate in Lagiewinki 
near Cracow. Here she pronounced 
her first vows April 30, 1928, and 
her pereptual vows in 1933. She 
died five years later on the 5th 
of October, 1938. 

As a member of the Congrega- 
tion she had been assigned work 
in the kitchen, in the garden, and 
in the house as doorkeeper in the 
various houses in Warsaw, Plotzk, 
Walendow, Vilno, and Lagiewinki. 
She was very industrious but ap- 
parently there was nothing unusual 
about her. Only her superiors and 
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MR. STEPHEN ORAZE TO LECTURE 


Readers of The Grail are famil- 
iar with the articles written by 
Stephen Oraze of the travels ‘of 
the ‘Pilgrim Virgin."’ He has com- 
pleted his assignment with the 
“Pilgrim Virgin’’ Escort and will 
devote some time to giving lec- 
tures. 

“The Peace Plan from Heaven” 
is the title of the current lecture 
being given by Mr. Oraze on the 
summer International Te Deum 
forums. 

His lectures are ideally suited 
for colleges and high schools; 
Knights of Columbus and Forum 
groups; for various Parish, Third 
Order, and all other kinds of lay- 
organizations who have a speak- 
ers’ program, or who sponsor 
timely talks. 

These lectures are given under 
the auspices of The Grail, but all 
requests for arrangements and in- 
quiries should be directed to Mr. 
Oraze. Write to him: 

Mr. Stephen Oraze 
4178 Glenway Avenue 
Deer Park 

Cincinnati 36, Ohio 
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her confessor knew of her visions 
and special graces. 


Sister Faustina's first vision was 
that of the Blessed Virgin on the 
Feast of the Immaculate Concep- 
tion. ‘Il saw her clothed in heav- 
enly splendor,"’ she writes. ‘‘Smil- 
ing she said to me, ‘Daughter, God 
desires Me to be your Mother in a 
special way and | want you to be 
in a special way my daughter. | 
desire that you practice the three 
virtues that are the most pleasing 
to God. First is humility, humility, 
and again humility; second is puri- 
ty, and third is the love of God!" 


On the Feast of the Annuncia- 
tion in 1936 Our Lady again ap- 
peared to her and praised the 
souls who are faithful to the in- 
spiration of God's grace, then rec- 
ommended the mission which Sis- 
ter was to carry out saying, “‘l 
gave the world a Saviour. You 
must publish His mercy to it and 
prepare the world for His ‘second 
coming.’ He will then come not 
as a merciful Saviour, but as a 
Just Judge. It will be a day of 
horror; resolved to be the day of 
Justice—the day of the Wrath of 
God. Angels tremble before it. 
Speak to souls of this great Mercy 
while there is still time for it. If 
you remain silent now you will 
have to account for a great number 
of souls on that final day. Fear 
nothing. Be faithful to the end.” 


Faustina had dozens of revela- 
tions. A book is being written 
about them taken from her diary, 
but at the present time the Church 
has many of the messages which 
Our Lord gave to the nun for 
world publication. These messages 
are electrifying. ‘‘The Flames of 
Mercy consume Me," He cried on 
one occasion. ‘| desire to pour 
them upon human souls. Distrust 
of souls tears at my bosom. The 
lack of confidence in chosen souls 
hurts Me most. Despite My inex- 
haustible love they do not trust Me. 

“The greatest sinner has the 
greatest right to have hope in My 
Mercy. The soul which invokes My 
Mercy brings Me untold delight. | 
grant it graces beyond its expecta- 


tions. | cannot punish a soul which 
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The Holy Father's Mission Intention for the Month of September 
“CATHOLIC ACTION IN INDIA" 


On the 13th of January 1948, His 
Holiness, Pope Pius XII wrote the 
following letter to Archbishops, 
Bishops and other Ordinaries of 
India praising their Catholic Action 
and outlining the scope of that work. 
“For the benefit of your most dear 
region,” the’ Holy Father wrote, 
“there has begun a new order of 
things. A new era as it were has 
been born. Burning torches of 
liberty with justice have warmed 
your hearts and set on fire the spirit 
of your beloved people. In the burn- 
ing fever of the newly acquired free- 
dom of your country, the future for- 
tune of your great nation is in a 
manner outlined. In this moment 
of your history when most grave 
questions must be examined and 
solved, it is of great importance that 
the faithful committed to your care 
be for their part fitted for cooperat- 
ing in a worthy manner with the fu- 
ture destinies of your people by 


sharing with their brothers of the 
same blood that sound doctrine 
which they have received as an in- 
heritance as. Catholic.” 


“... Catholic Action, which to 
the first and essential duty of one’s 
own sanctification unites an intense 
apostolic labor under the leadership 
and guidance of the ecclesiastical 
hierarchy, is an excellent means 
whereby the faithful by fostering 
their own spiritual life and studying 
their religion more carefully, obtain 
for their nation those blessings 
which arise for civil societies from 
the observation of the divine law and 
the fervent fulfillment of Christian 
duties. This exalted end of Catholic 
Action was most aptly described by 
my predecessor of holy memory in 
these words, ‘The function of this 
action is to establish a large army 
of good citizens, men and women, 
and especially youths of both sexes 
whose first and most cherished de- 


sire is to have some part in the 
sacred ministry of the Church and 
in a true and effective way to strug- 
gle under the direction and rule of 
the Church to spread the kingdom 
of Christ in private and public life.’ 
Such an aim is for human society 
the greatest of all goods.” “3 

From the above, it is clear that 
for our time Catholic Action is of 
the greatest importance for India. 
His Holiness also warmly recom- 
mended to the Bishops the national 
organization of Catholic action for 
all India, whose president is the 
Archbishop of Madras. 

We ought, therefore, to pray that 
that structure of Catholic action may 
flourish in new India and bear rich 
fruits. 

Most Reverend 
Thomas J. McDonnell, D. D. 
National Director 
The Society for the Propagation 
of the Faith. 





has recourse to My pity and com- 
passion, even though it be the 
greatest sinner...In My unfath- 
omable and inscrutable Mercy | 
seek to justify it." 

To Sister Faustina on another 
occasion He said, “Write, before 
| come as the Just One | open 
wide the gates of My Mercy. He 
who does not want to pass through 
the gates of Mercy will have to 
pass through the Gates of Justice."’ 
Our Lord then permitted Sister 
Faustina to see the enormity of 
man's sins. She asked Him how 
He could suffer such gross insults. 
His reply was, ‘‘! have eternity for 
the punishment of these. Now | 
prolong the time of My Mercy, but 
woe to him that does not recog- 
nize the time of my visitation... 
Secretary of My Mercy, you are 
obliged not only to write and pro- 
claim My mercy but also to implore 
graces for sinners that they too 
may praise My Mercy." 

At another time Jesus said to 
her, ‘Write, the greater the misery 
the stronger the right to Mercy. 
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Summon all souls to the incompre- 
hensible abyss of My Mercy, for | 
desire to save all. The well of 
Mercy was opened wide with a 
lance on the Cross for all souls. 
1 do not exclude anyone." 

After showing Sister Faustina 
the Angel of Destruction, Our Lord 
gave her a new devotion to give 
to the world to prevent destruction. 
It is a novena of nine days and is 
to be recited on the usual part of 
the Rosary (five decades). ‘‘First 
you will say the Creed, the Our 
Father and the Hail Mary, then on 
the larger beads you will recite, 
‘Eternal Father | offer Thee the 
Body and Blood, the Soul and 
Divinity of Thy most beloved Son 
and Our Lord and Saviour, Jesus 
Christ, in atonement for our sins 
and the sins of the world. Through 
His most sorrowful Passion have 
mercy on us and on the whole 
world."’ On the smaller beads say, 
‘Through His most sorrowful Pas- 
sion have mercy on us and on the 
world.’ In conclusion you will say 
three times, “Holy God, Holy Om- 


THE GRAIL 


nipotent, Holy Immortal, have 
mercy on us and on the world.’ " 
This devotion is to be known as 
the Chaplet of Mercy. 

Our Lord then urged the nun, 
“Recite always this chaplet which 
| have taught you. My mercy will 
embrace him who will recite the 
chaplet and will protect him dur- 
ing his lifetime and especially at 
the hour of death. Priests will 
recommend it to sinners as a final 
means of salvation.” 

Shortly after the Polish priest 
brought the picture of the Merciful 
Christ to the United States it was 
put into print and a novena book- 
let was prepared. A theological 
treatise on the subject was mailed 
by the Marian Fathers to all the 
Bishops of the United States and 
to seminary faculties. In 1944 a 
General Secretariate was opened 
at the novitiate of the Marian Fa- 
thers in Stockbridge, Mass. Thou- 
sands of the pictures are being 
venerated in homes and houses of 
the religious throughout the United 
States. 
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Angela and the Whipping-Post 


ANNE ENGLISH 


’M going to do something about it—I won’t 

stand it anothed day!” Young Mrs. Michael 
Terry’s usually pleasant soprano voice was shrill 
with anger. “I’ve stood that crazy Jessup Blake as 
long as I can. Jessup! What a dumb name to 
hang on a baby! Her parents must have been 
insane. That’s what’s wrong with them—they’re 
all insane!” 

Mike folded his morning paper with a new 
impatience, dropped it to the floor beside the break- 
fast table, faced his wife over his coffee. ‘Don’t 
you think you’re taking it a little hard, Angela?” 
he asked, kind brown eyes beneath thick red brows 
showing a weariness which shouldn’t have been 
there at seven o’clock in the morning. 

“Too hard?” Angela’s voice went up another 
notch and her blue eyes filled to over-flowing. “How 
can you say such a thing when Jessie Blake gave 
a party for her goofy little Kathy and didn’t ask 
our Betty? And don’t think Betty wasn’t crushed. 
Even a five-year-old has feelings. I took her to 
the zoo to take her mind off all that yelling and 
screaming next door. I wish somebody would fix 
Jessie!” Angela caught up her napkin and sobbed 
into it. “After all I’ve done for her!” 

Mike reached down for his paper, tucked it under 
his arm, arose. “Just what have you done for 
Jessie?” he asked. 

Angela blinked over the napkin, astounded by 
the coldness in his voice. ““Why—why—I sat up 
all night with her when Katherine had pneumonia; 
I showed her how to make a cake that wouldn’t 
sink the Queen Elizabeth; I taught her to sew; to 
keep house. She couldn’t do a thing.” 

“IT thought she was supposed to be a good com- 
mercial artist.” 

“Phooey. I mean she wasn’t domestic. Always 
tearing around, admiring a new flower, identifying 
a bird, or dropping everything to play a new game 
with Kathy.” 

Mike took hat and briefcase from the shelf in 
the back hall. “It seems to me I recall that she 
drove you to Westbury when your brother broke 
his leg in that automobile accident. She presented 
your name to the Wednesday Club and launched 
you in community affairs—” 

“That’s ancient history,” snapped Angela, watch- 
ing to see that he didn’t crook the hall rug. “This 
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party was yesterday.” 

“And if my memory doesn’t fail me, Betty threw 
a stick at Kathy just last Monday and knocked 
her unconscious.” 

“But we paid the doctor bill! And Betty didn’t 
intend to hurt the little brat. They were playing 
police and Katherine resisted arrest.” 

“So our spoiled Betty thought that gave her a 
right to whale away and heave a _ stick. You’re 
usually honest, Angela. Face facts. You spoil 
Betty because she once had polio and still limps 
a little—” 

“Michael!” 

“Don’t interrupt. You’ve got it coming. I’ve 
been watching a long time, Angela. No one asks 
us for dinner anymore. We’re never included in 
bridge. Why? Because you have to drag Betty 
along to whine through the evening. She bullies 
other kids, young as she is. She storms and fights 
—and she’s pretty strong, if you ask me. Especially 
when the other youngsters won’t fight back. Be- 
cause you imagine slights you’ve built up a de- 
fensive front—it’s the other person who is always 
at fault. You’ve got to snap out of it, Angela, 
before it’s too late. You can’t be a perfectionist 
where everyone else is concerned and pamper Betty 
to death. Box Betty around a little. Make her 
mind. It won’t hurt her and it’ll certainly help 
you.” ‘ 

Stunned, Angela’s jaws dropped and the blue 
eyes on the small piquant brown face opened wide. 
What on earth was he saying? Mike, who’d never 
quarreled with her! She clicked her teeth together, 
hissed through them: “Get out—before I brain 
you!” How dare he insult her like that? When 
she hadn’t done a thing! Not a single solitary thing. 

The front door slammed and quick steps sounded 
across the flagstones to the garage. A car roared 
in the early chill of the October morning, whirred 
down the street. Angela’s slim fists slowly relaxed 
and the fire died out in her eyes, leaving them 
dazed and hurt. He’d gone without kissing her 
good-bye! He’d made no effort to soothe her 
wounded feelings, pet her into good humor. Poor 
Betty had been snubbed, but instead of caring he’d 
blamed the whole thing on her! She dropped her 
head to her hands and wept. Nobody loved her! 
Nobody understood. 


August 











rew 
ked 


in’t 
‘ing 


ra 
1’re 
poil 
nps 


I’ve 
sks 

in 
tty 
lies 
hts 
ally 
Be- 
de- 
ays 
ela, 
rist 
tty 
her 
elp 


lue 
ide. 
ver 
ier, 
ain 
hen 
ng. 
ded 
red 
red 
xed 
em 
her 
her 
oor 
e’d 
her 
er! 





Other footsteps sounded through the house. 
Slow, laborious steps which said their owner had 
to place one foot on a stair, then wait for the 
other before descending. Fresh tears scalded An- 
gela’s eyes, but she hurriedly dabbed them aside, 
ran to the stairs. “Here, darling! Let Mother help 
you—let me carry you!” 

Angela felt Betty’s wriggle of protest, squeezed 
her close. “Don’t try to get away from Mother, 
precious—she’ll put you in your chair and give 
you a nice warm breakfast.” 

“T don’t want any breakfast,” petulantly. 

“But you must eat something,” urged Angela, 
adjusting Betty’s chair. “How about some orange 
juice?” 

“T don’t wanna.” 

“Then some nice pink grapefruit?” 

“Naw.” 

“Not even with a marshmallow on top?” 

“Naw.” 

“Then let Mother scramble you an egg and give 
you a nice crisp piece of bacon.” 

“T don’t wanna.” 

“But Betty, lamb, you must eat something.” Her 
blue eyes looked so big in her little pinched face. 

“IT want some cake,” said Betty. 

“With milk?” hopefully. 

“Naw—jis’ cake.” 

“Very well, dear.” Mike would say she was 
spoiling the child, she supposed, but just let him 
do any better. You couldn’t force a child to eat 
if it didn’t want to. 

Betty bit into her cake, slid to the floor. 

“Where are you going?” asked Angela as Betty 
moved toward the kitchen door. “Let Mother tie 
your hair ribbon,” smoothing a stray wisp of blond 
hair and catching it beneath its ribbon with swift 
pride. Not many five-year-olds fixed their own hair. 

“Kathy can’t do her hair,” volunteered Betty. 
“And she’s seven.” 

Angela started. The child had read her thoughts. 
That showed how close they were! “Katherine’s a 
dumb ox,” she said shortly, venom returning. “It’s 
cold outside, let Mother get your coat.” 

“I don’t wanna.” 

“Well.” Maybe she wouldn’t take cold. “Don’t 
go near Katherine. And if she so much as sticks 
her nose through the hedge, I’ll punch it for her.” 
Having parties and not asking poor little innocent 
Betty. Angela watched as her child walked across 
the yard toward the sand pile. Mike was right; 
Betty didn’t limp much. But when the child 
dropped awkwardly to the ground Angela’s tears 
returned. It wasn’t fair that Betty had to be so 
frail. And it was cruel of Jessie to have that 


party without asking her. She’d fix Jessie. This 
very day. There was Jessie’s brat now, out looking 
over frost-bitten chrysanthemums. Just like her 
mother—drooling over immaterial things. Angela 
caught up a batch of dishes, dumped them into 
the sink, looked through the window as she waited 
for the pan to fill with water. They were crazy. 
Simply crazy. 

“Mother!” called Kathy, holding something aloft 
and looking toward the door. “Come see—it’s the 
Monarch. He’s dead, Mother. He’s dead so I can 
have him now, can’t I?” ; 

“Of course you may,” laughed Jessie, running 
across her terrace in a flapping crimson house- 
coat. Angela’s lips curled. How like Jessie to dash 
about in a house-coat when everybody else was 
dressed. 

“T didn’t kill him because you told me not to, 
Mother, did I, Mother? But now that he’s dead 
I can—may—have him, mayn’t I? And you'll fix 
him for me, won’t you, Mother? You’ll fix him. 
on the board, won’t you?” 

“Yackety, yackety, yackety,” snorted Angela 
mentally, rattling dishes. 

“Certainly,” said Jessie. ‘“He’s a lovely butter- 
fly. He was every inch the monarch to the last. 
He didn’t even get his wings crushed. Hold him 
carefully, dear. We’ll fix him right this moment.” 

By all means, thought the watching Angela. Drop 
everything to pin a dumb butter-fly on a board. 
She flipped water from the last dish, stuck it in 
the drying rack, started to turn from the sink 
when movement in her own yard arrested her at- 
tention. Betty was crossing the grass hurriedly 
and almost without unevenness of gait. “‘Let me 
see,” demanded Betty, joining the Blakes. 

Kathy hesitated, looked at her mother. 

“Let her see, dear,” said Jessie. 

The child stuck out a reluctant hand. 

Betty grabbed the insect and deliberately crushed 
it, then dropped the powdery pieces to the ground. 

Kathy stiffened, eyes shot fire, cheeks puffed. 
Out went a swift hand, down went Betty. 

Angela flew across the kitchen, out into the yard. 
“How dare you let your child strike my lame 
Betty?” she shrieked, heading toward them. She 
swooped the unhurt Betty into her arms, glared 
at Jessie. “If you were the right kind of mother,” 
she said through closed teeth, “you wouldn’t let 
your child go about killing other children.” 

Jessie’s odd black-centered green eyes showed 
astonishment, then gathering anger. She stopped 
to touch Kathy, said with studied quietness: “Run 
into the house, dear—and shut the door after you.” 

Kathy turned toward the house, paused to look 
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back, eyes curious. 

“Go on,” said Jessie without lifting her voice. 
“Now,” to Angela, “if you will ask your child to 
leave I should like to talk with you.” 

“I see no reason to order my child home.” 

Jessie shrugged, losing patience. “You know she 
won’t obey,” she said. 

“She certainly will!” cried Angela, stung. “Bet- 
ty, darling, go home—Mother’ll be with you in 
just a moment.” 

Betty stuck her right forefinger in her mouth. 
“I don’t wanna,” she said thickly, closing her lips 
about her finger. 

“You see, Angela,” said Jessie. 

“I don’t see anything,” denied Angela, feeling 
cold despite the swift rush of blood which surged 
upward to her face. “If I have a lame child and 
try to make up to her by being kind I think it 
is my business.” 

“Do you call spoiling her until people can’t 
‘endure her ‘being kind,’ Angela? I know you’re 
angry with me because of the party, but I assure 
you I had nothing to do with it. I didn’t know 
guests were coming until they were here. It was 
Kathy’s birthday and neighbors planned the whole 
thing. I suggested that they let me run over and 
get you and Betty, but they said they’d go home 
if I did. I don’t like to have to talk like this, 
Angela, but you’re asking for it. This butter-fly 
incident is typical of all our dealings with Betty. 
I’ve taught my child not to hurt anything—not 
even a butterfly—” 

“Oh, you have, have you? What about knocking 
Betty down?” 

“T think that was her first offense and you must 
agree provocation was excessive. Do take a tumble, 
Angela. You are honest when you’re not waving 
the banners of a wounded mother. Betty would 
get well a lot faster if you’d stop treating her 
like a moron and show respect for her as a think- 
ing individual.” 

Angela started to hurl out an angry retort, 
thought better of it, her mind suddenly painfully 
questioning. Jessie sounded like Mike. Mike who’d 
gone off without kissing her. And she’d driven 
him away. Could they be right, she wrong? When 
she so desperately wished to be right? Angela 
shivered, bit at her lips to steady them, glanced 
down at the sullen little figure beside her. Sullen- 
ness didn’t appear in full maturity; obviously it 
had to develop. Had she encouraged its develop- 
ment by minimizing Betty’s faults, magnifying her 
needs? Angela’s angry eyes cooled, grew sober. 

Jessie caught at her hand. “Fiddle-sticks,” she 
cried. “Come on into the house and let’s have 
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some coffee and hot pecan rolls. I haven’t had 
breakfast and I’m starved. Come, Betty. You and 
Kathy may eat at her new tea table.” 

You couldn’t stay mad at Jessie, decided An- 
gela, reluctantly aware of the warmth of Jessie’s 
crimson clad arm. 

“When you’ve finished,” Jessie was saying to 
Betty, “Kathy will show you all her nice butter- 
flies.” 

Angela’s* innate honesty pushed through her 
doubts, rose above them. She turned shamed eyes 
to Jessie. “Aren’t you afraid? What if she de- 
stroys them?” 

“She won’t. Not if you remind her that she 
has a marvelous collection of dolls and tell her 
that if she so much as dents a wing you’ll take 
Kathy right over to your house and let her break 
one of Betty’s dolls. Every time Betty throws a 
tantrum and smashes another child’s toy let that 
child break a doll.” 

“T never thought of that,” said Angela. 

“It'll do the trick,” laughed Jessie. “Now, into 
the house you go.” 

While she waited for coffee to bubble and rolls 
to heat, Angela looked about Jessie’s cluttered 
yellow and blue kitchen, grew warm and relaxed. 
Maybe she’d been too critical of Jessie. Apparently 
Betty was spoiled. Perhaps, without intending to 
do so, she’d brought unhappiness to her own fami- 
ly. Maybe she was too quick on the trigger. But 
why “maybe?” when she knew she’d been an utter 
idiot. Somebody should tie her to a whipping-post 
and give her the works! 


“You look very serious,” commented Jessie, 
pouring coffee. “You’re prettier when you smile— 
with your dimples.” 


Angela’s dimples came out. “I was thinking, 
Jessie. I believe I’ll give a party. This very day! 
I’ll ask the whole neighborhood. I’ve been hoard- 
ing pennies for a new dress, but I’ll use them for 
favors for the kids—to make up for the things 
Betty has smashed. I’ll guarantee peace by hold- 
ing her dolls over her. And every time I threaten 
to back-slide I’ll tie myself to a mental whipping- 
post and give myself a thrashing.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said 
Jessie, “but it sounds marvelous.” 

“Of course you do,” said Angela, turning a little 
red. How swell Jessie was. And just this mor- 
ning she’d vowed to show Jessie what she thought 
of her. At thought of Mike a lump filled her throat. 
She’d almost lost him! But tomorrow would be 
different. He’d kiss her good-bye, tomorrow mor- 
ning, and she didn’t mean maybe. 
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Jlothing Greater than Mother Love 


Boniface Freiman, O.Carm. 


SONNET FOR OUR LADY 


Beneath the dripping cross the soldiers paused 
In wonder at the work of Mary’s hand; 
The God she clothed with her own flesh had caused 
No comment, but his cloak was in demand. 
For only she could make a robe so fine— 
Without a seam from top to bottom spun; 
In all the length and breadth of Palestine 
No man was clothed as well as Mary’s Son. 


Mother, I know that you remember still 
The little human ways of making things, 
And in the Father’s home above, your skill 
Fills with surprise those that are clothed like kings. 
Sweet thought! This blessed day I stand arrayed 
Like Jesus, in a cloak my mother made! 


— By Joachim Smet, O. Carm. 


A CLOAK MY MOTHER MADE 


ULY 16, 1251. The World of Carmel is in chaos. 

It is only a brief twenty-five years since 

Honorius III had assembled the Sacred College 
ef Cardinals to give his Apostolic approbation to 
the Rule of the Hermits of Mount Carmel. During 
St. Simon Stock’s government as Prior-General of 
the Carmelites, the Order is rocked by terrible 
trials and afflictions. St. Simon, full of confidence 
in Mary, places all in her hands. After many hours 
of prayer, he has the consolation of receiving his 
answer in a most astonishing manner. 


In pouring out his soul to Mary, St. Simon asks 
that as she had been pleased to name the Carmel- 
ites her Brethren, she would also have the goodness 
to let them know that she was truly their Mother. 
Delivering them from their afflictions and procur- 
ing for them consideration and esteem, would be 
a sensible sign of her protection to those who 
persecuted the Carmelites. With tender sighs he 
prayed the beautiful Flos Carmeli which has ever 
Since been sung daily in every Carmelite Monas- 
tery: Flower of Carmel, fruitful vine, splendor of 
heaven, virgin mother of the Son of God. Amiable 
mother, ever virgin, give to thy children of Carmel 
the privilege of thy protection, O star of the sea. 
“She appeared to me,” writes St. Simon Stock, 


“with all her heavenly court, and holding in her 
hand the Scapular of the Order, she said: “This 
will be to you and to all Carmelites a privilege, 
that whosoever dies in this scapular shall not suffer, 
eternal fire.’” 


Historians of the Order inform us that there 
immediately ensued an extraordinary expansion of 
the Order of Carmel throughout Europe. One in- 
stance alone may be cited. Blessed Jeanne of 
Toulouse, a Carmelite sister, learned of the vision 
and devoted her entire life to the spread of the 
scapular devotion. In her day the city of Toulouse 
counted an active membership of 5000, only fifteen 
years after the apparition. Benedict XIII, in the 
18th century extended the Feast of Our Lady of 
Mount Carmel, July 16, to the entire Church, thus 
recognizing officially that the veneration of Our 
Lady under the title of Our Lady of Mount Carmel 
had conquered the entire world. 


ACCLAIMED BY THE SAINTS AND POPES 


Various popes of the past seven centuries have 
been admirers of Our Lady’s great promise. As a 
result they have constantly heaped extraordinary 
favors upon the Scapular Devotion. 


The great pope Benedict XIV, in a treatise on 
the feast of the Mother of God, writes that he 
believes this apparition made to St. Simon Stock 
to be a certain fact; “and we are of the opinion,” 
he adds, “that every one should hold it true.” 
Therefore, we may expect according to this revela- 
tion that those who die wearing the scapular will 
find grace with God and will be preserved from 
Hell. The love of Mother Mary for us her children 
is so deeply imbedded in her bosom that we believe 
she will wield the powerful influence she has with 
her Son in Heaven to secure for her clients of the 
Scapular Confraternity the graces which they need 
to persevere in God’s service. 


One of the most ardent clients of Mary, St. 
Alphonsus Maria Liguori, a constant wearer of the 
Brown Scapular, has this to say: “As men esteem 
it an honor to have persons who wear their livery, 
so also is our Blessed Lady pleased that her clients 
should. wear her scapular, as a mark that they 
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have dedicated themselves to her service, and that 
they are members of the household of the Mother 
of God. Modern heretics, as usual, ridicule this 
devotion; but the holy Church has approved it by 
many bulls and indulgences.” 

Three popes of our own time have likewise at- 
tested this devotion. 

“This most extraordinary gift of the Scapular 
...from the Mother of God to Saint Simon Stock 
... brings its great usefulness not only to the 
Carmelite Family of Mary, but also to all the rest 
of the faithful who, affiliated to that Family, wish 
to follow Mary with a very special devotion.” 
(Pius IX) 

“Its nobility of origin, its venerable antiquity, 
its extraordinary spread in the Church, the spirit- 
ualizing effects produced by it and the outstanding 
miracles worked in virtue of it, render the Scapular 
of Carmel commendable to a wondrous degree.” 
(Leo XIII) 

“Let all of you have a common language and a 
common armor: the language, the sayings of the 
Gospel; the common armor, the Scapular of the 
Virgin of Carmel, which you all ought to wear and 
which enjoys the singular privilege of protection 
even after death.” (Benedict XV) 


THE SABBATINE PRIVILEGE 


“So as I prayed on bended knees, the Virgin of 
Carmel appeared to me and spoke these words: 
‘...if any others, for the sake of devotion, will 
enter into holy religion, wearing the sign of the 
holy habit (the Scapular), ...I, the Mother of 
Graces, shall descend on the Saturday after their 
death, and as many as I shall find in purgatory I 
shall free, and I shall lead them back to the holy 
mountain of eternal life.’” (Pope John XXII, 
March 3rd, 1322) 

Mother Love proves once more to be inexhausti- 
ble. What more could a mother do for her 
children? This privilege, commonly called the “Sab- 
batine Privilege,” though often confounded with 
the privilege of the Scapular, in reality was granted 
seventy years later. It is called “Sabbatine” from 
the word “Saturday,” because it refers to the 
promise made by our Blessed Lady to deliver from 
Purgatory on the Saturday after their death, those 
who in addition to wearing the Scapular, have 
fulfilled certain conditions which she prescribed. 
There are numerous indulgences granted to all who 
wear the Scapular with devotion. Members of the 
Confraternity share in all the good works of the 
whole Order of Carmel, but the Sabbatine Privilege 
is something exceptional and refers to the next life. 
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Our Mother has placed three conditions upon the 
gaining of this great Privilege. 

1) One must wear the Habit or Scapular of 
the Carmelite Order. 

2) The wearer of the Scapular must observe 
Chastity according to his state of life. For mar- 
ried people, this means a fidelity to God’s laws 
pertaining to the marital rights and obligations, 
Simply keep those promises made so sacred at the 
Sacrament of Matrimony. For those outside the 
holy bond of Matrimony this condition of Chastity 
means obedience to the sixth commandment and in 
the case of Religious, fidelity to a vow. 

3) The recitation of the Little Office of the 
Blessed Virgin, or the observance of the fasts of 
the Church together with abstinence from meat 
on Wednesdays and Saturdays. 

Since the fulfillment of this third condition is 
frequently impossible, any priest with the proper 
faculties may change it to some other pious work 
such as seven times the Our Father, Hail Mary, 
and Glory be to the Father. 

This privilege has been confirmed by many Popes 
and has been a source of consolation for ages to 
numbers of the faithful. 

The conditions laid down by Our Mother deal a 
direct and deadly blow to the three great evils 
which afflict the human race—immorality, avarice, 
and pride. Man sins through immorality; Our 
Mother says “guard Chastity.” Man is avaricious; 
Our Mother appoints “prayers,” which alone can 
close the eyes to the vanities of earth and can 
open them to the treasures of Heaven. Man is 
proud; Our Mother says “fast,” for fasting sub- 
dues the spirit. The soul who closely follows Mary 
will soon part company with sin. In the book of 
Ecclesiasticus we find: “He that worketh in her 
shall not sin.” Certainly the soul that is free of 
sin is likewise free of Purgatory. If this be so, 
one may legitimately ask; “Then where is the 
Privilege?” The Privilege is the Promise, the as- 
sured Word of Our Mother, the Star of the Sea, 
the beacon light to all who tread the narrow path. 

On March 3, 1922, the Sixth centenary of this 
Privilege of the Sabbatine Bull granted by John 
XII, Pius XI solemnly promulgated the Sabbatine 
Privilege with special favors and indulgences. 

Heaven and eternal salvation in the Scapular 
Promise! Could Mother Love give us more? All 
that is necessary is enrollment in the Scapular and 
wearing it at death. This does not mean that the 
Scapular is a license for sin or a good luck charm 
against damnation. Mary will let us wear the 


Scapular only as long as we try to be faithful 
to her. 
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OBODY makes a new law—law of Nature, 

that is. The secret of the atom existed when 
dinosaurs wandered the wilds that were the U.S.A. 
But it remained for the scientists of America to 
break the seal of nature’s silence. A law of nature 
was discovered. From it new uses may be found 
to apply the law of nature; other laws of nature 
may be unearthed from that discovery. But no new 
law was made. Humanity’s path to civilization has 
been smoothed by such discoveries and will be 
smoothed as science uncovers other secrets of 
nature. 

Today has blossomed a new approach to nature’s 
jealously guarded secrets. The ancients studied the 
stars. They thought astronomy held the answers 
for which they sought. Medieval minds searched 
little known physical properties, grinding, ever 
grinding, at mortar and pestle. With the nine- 
teenth century came concentration on human prop- 
erties, the biology of natural life, the relation of 
zoology and botany to. biology. The modern machine 
age might have consigned humanity to the sec- 
ondary role of robot, might have sacrificed souls 
to atoms. But that’s when Catholic research and 
Science stepped in. 

There is a new name on the roster of scientists. 
The name of Sperti. His new approach of codpera- 
tive research promises to reclaim Man from Mam- 
mon, to grab back from the destruction of the 
Machine age a newly vitalized Mankind, to extend 








to doubting mankind the basic Truths of God at 
last. 
Sperti, the Co-ordinator 

Sperti’s plan is not the isolation of one science 
from another, but the coordination of all. What 
biology knows, physics can use. What chemistry 
has used for years may be a new approach in 
biology. What zodlogy may long ago have recog- 
nized can be tested biologically. What physics has 
discovered may be applicable to biology. 

From the Sperti laboratories have come life-sav- 
ing inventions; vitamin-concentrations; food-pres- 
ervation discoveries; blinding but health-giving 
light rays; death-defying medicines—cosmetics! 

Sperti approaches the sublime; the ridiculous is 
not below him, so humble is the man! 

Sperti is sainted by some associates; cruelly 
ridiculed by others. 

The great were ever subjected to the vilification 
of the petty. Socrates was executed. Leonardo da 
Vinci’s inventions, far ahead of his time, were 
labelled mad. Henry Ford was a laughing-stock 
in his horseless carriage. Damien of Molokai was 
maligned by the envious. Christ was crucified. 

And so the caustic criticism of Sperti rather 
attracts the average American. Nobody loves a 
halo-toter. The fact that some of the most in- 
fluential voices in the world have gone out of their 
way to undermine Sperti endears him. 

They say he is making money! Even if he were, 
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—of all the horrible accusations in modern Ameri- 
ca, where an Insull’s meed is merely an ocean 
voyage, the charge that a man makes money is 
a heinous charge indeed! 

Such a charge should really kick up as big a 
scandal as that old one that Al Smith aspired to 
the Presidency! 


That We May Give It Away! 


But do the accusers know that Sperti has blithely 
given away approximately five million dollars,— 
American exchange, filthy lucre—in a very few 
years? He himself accepts a modest.living wage. 
He lives simply, humbly, and works every day. 
He doesn’t punch a time-clock; no clock-watcher 
could stand his pace nor work his hours. 

As a boy, George Sperti’s limitless energy was 
spent in constructive pursuits. His mother thought 
him talented in art, and indeed, the boy’s pencil 
never dallied; forever hieroglyphics of one type or 
another sped across his paper. 

George never dreamed of objecting to his moth- 
er’s wishes. He studied his art dutifully. With 
little enthusiasm he mixed the basic red, blue, and 
yellow. With hardly a second glance he brought 
home the finished sketches. He forgot them in 
the joy of his playtime hours, though his mother 
still treasures them. 

In his playtime, George Sperti could have been 
found ranging the city dump, ever the spot to 
bring a glow to the eye of an inventive boy. No 
commercial mechanics set could challenge the in- 
genuity of a boy as can the building of a bridge 
out of an old wheel, its spokes, some targum, and 
a can of metallic paint. And never yet has the 
great Sperti achieved his boyhood ambition: the 
creation of an instant-drying glue like that used 
by the Katzenjammer Kids! 

Mother’s little artist must often have offended 
her worshipful eye, as he returned home from his 
adventures. But her chagrin at his dumps-daub- 
ling did not cause Mrs. Sperti to discourage the 
bent of George’s talents. 

Out of this same city dump—and his mother’s 
utilities drawer—came the materials for George’s 
first $50,000 invention. 


It Coudn’t Be Done 

At the time, George was a sophomore at Cin- 
cinnati University, working on the side at the 
local utility plant. He was called on the green 
carpet because he wasn’t giving his usual quality 
of college work. Dean Herman Schneider was 
shocked to learn that the youthful scholar couldn’t 
be bothered with classwork because of an electric 
meter he was working on outside of classes. 
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“But I didn’t mean it quite that way, sir,” ex- 
plained the youth; “they said it couldn’t be done!” 

“Those industrialists must have spent millions 
before they came to that conclusion,” Dean Schnei- 
der pointed out; “the meter you have in mind 
would have to measure kilowatt-volt-amperes in 
enormous quantity.” 

“But nothing is impossible. I must prove it can 
be done,” was the young student’s retort. 

Dean Schneider knew Sperti’s capacity for work 
and his determination. “If you can measure elec- 
tricity better than all the trained experts in the 
world, my boy, I’ll see that the scholarship com- 
mittee doesn’t ‘get’ you!” 

It was a sort of experiment in outside labora- 
tory research, undertaken by the understanding 
college dean in the interests of the searching mind 
of such a student. Like Sperti’s mother, President 
Schneider chose to encourage the young man, de- 
spite the Herculean attributes of the task against 
which Sperti had pitted himself. 

Sperti continued his.nightly research. Discarded 
tools he sharpened by hand and made usable. He 
could afford new hack saw blades but he had no 
hack saw. He taped one end of the blades so his 
hands would not be torn up. Patiently he worked 
with the very blades. He made narrow strips of 
his mother’s aluminum dipper—she didn’t need it 
any more.... He utilized old armatures, rubbish, 
discarded mechanical equipment, used wire. 

And in the deep dark night at last, the family 
was wakened by the youthful inventor’s dramatic 
“Eureka!” Well, maybe it wasn’t really “Eureka” 
he said. He shouted at the top of his lungs. The 
impossible job was possible, the excitement of suc- 
cess momentarily made him forget the time of 
night. 

Down rushed his parents, the tired tailorewho 
balefully eyed the contraption; the beaming moth- 
er who could not imagine a practical use for the 
complicated-looking thing but rejoiced because it 
served George well; the aid-and-abetment sister, 
Mildred, who ever poured the fraction more of 
fuel to George’s fire of hope. 

Eventually the family agreed that the contrap- 
tion was worth the momentary loss of sleep. 
$50,000 was offered the boy. He might have got 
more, but he did not cavil. The local company 
patented and still uses Sperti’s K Va meter, which 
made electrical history and opened a new era in 
utilities industry. 

King for a Day 

A sophomore who has beat down authoritative 
opposition, outthought his science profs, and pos- 
sesses $50,000 might have been excused had he 
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done some wild celebrating—set himself up in busi- 
ness—or accepted the munificent offers he was re- 
ceiving from industry. But George Sperti contin- 
ued his daily college routine, spent his money for 
a laboratory. I never asked him, but I like to 
imagine what a stack of aluminum soup dippers 
he presented to his mother! 
Schoolboy Scorns Moneybags 

On graduating from college Sperti was the vor- 
tex of astronomical offers for his services. He 
accepted a $500 scholarship from his old 
friend, Dr. Schneider. Experts beat fists against 
their skulls, knowing Sperti had turned down the 
five and six-figure starting salaries. 

Coéperative research was the new dream. Prac- 
tical scientists and “brains,” representative of all 
fields of science, together approached new projects. 
They attacked a problem as a team, from all scien- 
tific phases. Working first with light rays, the 
team of scientists unearthed startling discoveries, 
piling one upon another, with commercial offerings 
equally startling.. 

Why should scientists hide under the bushel of 
their genius, selling their rights at guesswork fig- 
ures, going on patiently to new labors, and letting 
outside interests take over the receipts of their 
discoveries? Why not capitalize on their own in- 
ventions, turn the receipts back into laboratory 
equipment, so that scientific opportunity for re- 
search can multiply itself? 

This plan long kept Cincinnati University from 
suffering the effects of the depression. 

For God and Science 

In June, 1935, another astounding idea took 
form. Always militantly Catholic and a member 
of the Papal Academy of. Sciences, Sperti gave no 
thought to self-gain when he became co-founder of 
the Institutum Divi Thomae with the Most Rever- 
end John T. McNicholas, world-renowned Domini- 
can and Archbishop of. Cincinnati. 

By the establishment of a Catholic research cen- 
ter, the paramount objective was to demonstrate 
that there is no quarrel between God and science. 
Already Sperti was prominent in making illumin- 
ating speeches, calculated to show student minds 
that God’s plan is the underlying Force in science. 
He scotched current notions of the time that 
science and religion could not agree. 

From Little Acorns 

Since that early day and humble beginning, 
times have been turbulent. But despite controver- 
sies, Sperti concentrates on things to be achieved. 

Sperti found how to imprison and turn to use 
the ulta-violet. and infra-red rays of light. 





Sperti preserved and tenderized meats and other 
foods, opening an entirely new field. 

Sperti concentrated vitamins so that thousands 
of the suffering did not die of starvation in this 
war. 

Sperti’s expeditions located and made into usable 
medicine the hitherto Japanese-monopolized qui- 
nine and agar-agar, only known cures for tropical 
diseases that victimized our Pacific fighters. 

Sperti rendered burns painless and scarless with 
biodynes. 

Sperti’s cures of skin cancers paved the way for 


internal treatment of cancer, just now in the be-_ 


ginning stages of experimental development. 

Sperti aided the United States to develop avia- 
tion instruments in the field of optics when the 
Army Air Corps was shouting for help. 

Sperti has opened new vistas in wound healing 
and in blood ehemistry. 

Sperti himself claims to have done none of these 
things alone. But he is the nucleus for each 
project. He has been the sparkplug to the coépera- 
tive research that produced more and varied dis- 
coveries than any other single source in scientific 
history. 

His technicians are many of them the same ex- 
perts who began as that first pioneer team. His 
staff includes crack medical doctors. Their lives 
are an adventure in human heart throbs. Hopeless 
victims of ravaging disease come daily, having 
heard of hope for the hopeless. Some are cured. 
Some of the discoveries have not reached the stage 
of application to human beings and must yet re- 
main in experimental stages. Feverishly the scien- 
tists work to catch up with the killer cancer’s 
swift ravages. 

Against this backdrop of despair and of hope in 
the clinic may be heard the drone of instruction, 
the chip-chip of lab activity. The Institutum is 
dedicated to the spread of knowledge. What to- 
day’s wonder-scientist discovers is taught to grad- 
uate students. Formal classes are attended. regu- 
larly but the greater part of the time is devoted 
to study and research in the laboratories where 
small groups, working under their professors, in— 
vestigate problems in the various fields of science. 
No distinction is made regarding the religious 
convictions of staff members or those in training. 


Scholar Shortage 


Every campus in America is jammed. But at 
the Institutum there is always a shortage of stu- 
dents. Knowledge not of one but of all the sciences 
is a requisite for graduate study here. The de- 
gree is not considered the important item. An 
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attitude of cooperation and of the true researchers’ 
attributes is the top requisite. 

Some of the graduates continue the great round 
of research. They head a branch of the Institutum 
at their colleges or universities and pursue the 
cooperative research at long distance. Regular re- 
ports of their findings and periodic conferences 
keep the branch laboratories up to date on one 
another’s findings. If failure seems to dog a path, 
the other branches’ new research may throw light 
on the cause of the failure. 


Nothing is Impossible 

There is no such thing as failure, of course. 

Dr. Sperti’s simple singleness of purpose is 
embodied in this, that “nothing is impossible.” 

Sometimes, a whining character who is convinced 
ef his unrecognized worth seeks Sperti’s help, a 
fellowship, scholarship, help of some sort or other. 
Sperti is not hard to see; he is mone approachable 
than the mentally puny of stature! 

Across the great man’s mind must flicker the 
thought of cutting his hands on hacksaw blades; 
then the taping of the end, and the painful short 
sawing jabs which finally stripped a dipper handle 
into strips thin enough for his needs. 

If a man’s will is there, the doing is easy, thinks 
Sperti. He will overcome obstacles. He can rise 
from the workshop of the city dump to the great- 
est laboratory in the world. Sperti is a bit un- 
sympathetic with a whiner. 

To the ambitious youth who does overcome ob- 
stacles with his own ingenuity, Sperti lends the 
most willing ear. 

Fellowships and scholarships are awarded to 
those men and women who satisfy entrance re- 
quirements and who display unusual talent and 
aptitude for research. The faculty, as a body, de- 
termine the awarding. 


Patents Pay the Freight 


The Institutum Divi Thomae is supported by 
funds from patents on discoveries by Sperti’s re- 
search group. The patents are held by Sperti, Inc., 
in which stock is held by prominent business heads. 
A proportion of Sperti, Inc.’s proceeds is allocated 
to the non-profit Foundation which supports the 
Institutum Divi Thomae. 

Closely associated with every endeavor of the 
group is the learned Archbishop McNicholas. The 
Very Reverend Cletus A. Miller administers the 
Institutum in close cooperation with Dr. Sperti. 

Sperti, Inc.,-is owned’ by stockholders whose in- 
vestments bear their trust in the scientific, and 
return them moderate dividends. As their fabulous 
expenditures in the development of research indi- 
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cate, they are not profiteering, and sometimes they 
are scratching dirt. They have a quixotic charac- 
ter, these stockholders, new to American capital 
but lovable. An example is their rescue of the 
insolvent Rookwood pottery holdings from bank- 
ruptcy. Rookwood was a revered Cincinnati en- 
deavor, a white elephant indeed. Cheaper potteries 
are putting the “all for art’s sake” variety out of 
business. Art awards no longer go to the pottery 
company but to the individual artist. And awards 
used to enhance the Rookwood line in the eyes 
of connoisseurs. é' 

And so Sperti, Inc., now owns Rookwood. A 
dozen ideas have been tossed aside in an effort to 
make it solvent again. But it’s like a thing of 
beauty, that is a joy forever and a drain on the 
bank account. Knowing the mental calibre of Sper- 
ti and his colleagues, however, we suspect that 
sooner or later Rookwood will make a spectacular 
comeback. 


Money Maker, Inc. 


Sperti, Inc., earns money. That’s one of the 
favorite accusations made against Sperti. While 
publicity raves on with this pet peeve, Sperti him- 
self gives it no heed. He’s too busy getting the 
next step accomplished out in the lab. He says he 
never reads the accounts because if they’re right 
there’s no need; and if they’re wrong they’re not 
worth bothering about. 

Stretching like a challenge before him are the 
things possible with new knowledge, the lives that 
can be saved, the lifting of our fellowman from 
some of the woe of this vale of tears. 

Sperti himself accepts a moderate living income. 
He refuses cash payments for his effort and allo- 
cates it to more research equipment. A gilt-edged 
friend was recently berating Sperti for his sim- 
plicity, his hard-working schedule when he could 
be relaxing and enjoying the fruit of his labors. 
The friend even went to the trouble of counting 
up the various moneys Sperti had given away. 
That’s how we knew it was five million! 


A Rich Man—Why not? 


Sperti hesitated about answering his friend. 
After all, the possession and use of money was 
one of the friend’s basic beliefs, the way of life 
he knew. 

And so Sperti told a story. Rather as though 
he’d just remembered something, he told of the 
midnight call of an acquaintance. The acquain- 
tance had come from the bedside of a youth whose 
leg was to be amputated the next day as a result 
of burns. Everything had been tried for days and 
now to save the boy’s life the amputation was 
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urgent. Only one substitute could the physician 
suggest, and he would not stand responsible if the 
means were used. He had told this acquaintance 
that Sperti was experimenting with the new salve 
in which biodynes were said to encourage the self- 
growth of cells, thus knitting in nature’s way the 
burned-away flesh. The acquaintance pathetically 
threw himself upon Sperti’s decision, said money 
was no object, if he could use the salve. Sperti 
told the acquaintance he would not take the re- 
sponsibility of telling him not to let the leg be 
amputated because as yet the salve was not beyond 
the experimental stage. But if he wanted 
some, Dr. Sperti would give him the salve at no 
cost. The acquaintance himself would take the 
responsibility, he asserted. 

Day after day more requests for the salve came. 
The youth still hung at the brink of death, but 
still he begged not to let his leg be taken off. 
Sperti left word that all requests of this acquain- 
tance for the biodyne salve were to be granted. 
Meanwhile Sperti became involved in new research 
projects whick took him to distant fields. 

Some months later Sperti’s family was invited 
for a holiday at the home of this acquaintance. 
A pheasant dinner was announced. Dr. Sperti re- 
marked that it was a treat for this time of year. 
The acquaintance brought in a young man and 
told Dr. Sperti the youth had gone hunting for 
the pheasant; he wanted to do something wonder- 
ful for Dr. Sperti and could not think of a way 
to do it, so he made that outseason treat a token 
of his gratitude. 

Yes, those sturdy legs that stalked game in 
wintry snows would never have hunted—or even 
walked—again, but for Dr. Sperti’s research. It 
was the only thanks the boy could extend. But it 
was the kind of thanks that went to the heart 
of the inventor. 

And so, choking a trifle, Dr. Sperti concluded 
his story that such incidents made him happier 
than ever money could. “Not often do you come 
directly up to someone who claims you helped him, 
but the knowledge that someone has benefitted, 
somewhere,—is something to live for.” 

How often such saving of life and limb could 
be traced to Dr. Sperti no one could speculate, 
least of all Sperti who turns his back on yester- 
day’s accomplishments and strides on to tomor- 
row’s. But the fact that suffering is alleviated 
is enough. 

Burn Ointment Build-up 

The burn ointment accidentally received great 
impetus with the help of Dr. Walsh, at Mercy 
Hospital, Chicago. A member of his own family 


, 
was brought to the hospital, a suffering victim 
of burns. 

“She’s burned too badly to recover,” a doctor 
gently tried to take over as Dr. Walsh lifted the 
sheet. 

“She’s a member of my own family, sir!” Walsh 
staunchly replied, “Nurse, get that biodyne salve 
sent us by Sperti!” 

The shipment, samples that had been sent from 
the Institutum to several hospitals, was rushed to 
the doctor. 

Some months later, Sperti was asked to join a 
group of doctors at a lecture, one of the types of. 
invitations he does not like to refuse. To Sperti’s 
surprise, Dr. Walsh took the floor to show slides 
depicting flesh that had apparently burned eritirely 
away, gradually growing, and finally closing the 
nasty burned gap, the new cells forming and the 
new flesh developing—and no ugly burn scars! The 
doctor stressed in addition the immediate relief 
from pain of the patient when the salve was ap- 
plied. And he closed by telling the surprised scien- 
tists that he had inveigled Sperti into being on 
hand to answer any of their questions. Had he 
known he was to be a star of the show, Sperti 
would have been out in a clinic somewhere. That’s 
how unassuming he is. 


A Young Man Who Smiled 


A mild person with a smile that lights all his 
face and puts the visitor at ease, Dr. Sperti is 
simply “Mr. Average American.” The late Ernie 
Pyle said in meeting him, “No beard. No glasses. 
No professorial look. A black-haired young man 
who smiled and held out his hand.” And no one 
can improve on Ernie’s first impression. 

That’s just exactly how Dr. Sperti greeted the 
writer, who is no Ernie Pyle! 

With enthusiasm, Sperti is articulate on every- 
thing except the subject of Sperti, when he is 
almost as negative as Ernie found him when Ernie 
said Sperti “won’t have anything to do with money 
and turned down $100,000 to take a $500 fellow- 
ship!” 

He talks of the funny papers that are really 
funny versus the dull ones which are repulsive; of 
the pranks of the lad in the neighborhood; of a 
little colored boy’s scientific advancement. He talks 
of the things that interest all of us. He doesn’t 
spring a chemical formula at you, nor exude ex- 
periments, nor play the pendant. And he listens 
with enthusiasm to the person of little importance, 
a saintly trait. You expect him to be dark and 
dynamic, electric with energy. Dark he is, but mild 
in manner, magnanimous in giving of his time, 
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just as though his five-million-dollar-time wasn’t 
already stretched over innumerable jobs. The staff 
at the Institutum call him “George.” His gen- 
tleness of speech fools you, for you can’t realize 
this charming man is a militant Defender of the 
Faith and the most eminent challenger of nature’s 
secrets in modern times. 


Perfectionist Is the Word 


As an example of his precision that all things 
are in working order, Sperti was seen to get into 
his car, and the door had to be slammed three 
times to catch. Sperti did not drive off, as any 
one of us would. He unhurriedly got out again, 
examined the door catch, and experimented three 
or four times. He adjusted the lowly door with 
those two magic hands, and when satisfied with 
its functioning, he again entered his car and went 
his way. 

Ahead of him are vistas attainable, but he feels 
all his life will not be enough to coordinate the 
newly cooperative efforts of scientific research. He 
works with high-voltage energy to lay a foundation 
for progress so that the Institutum Divi Thomae 
will be of posterity, not of one era. 

“Never try to follow what’s known. Apply what 
you know and lead!” And so he lives, ever lead- 
ing, ever driving onward. 

Behind him is the quiet sleepy-looking Institu- 
tum, an old manse or two converted to the use of 
science. The Victorian architecture belies the vi- 
brating new machines that pulse within those walls. 
The sweet-smelling magnolias beyond give no hint 
of the antiseptic animal rooms under them in 
which white rabbits, guinea pigs and pedigreed 
white mice live and die for mankind. 


That Fabulous Equipment 


That fabulous equipment is not all within these 
buildings. The principal laboratories are here. At 
Palm Beach are extensive laboratories particularly 
equipped for marine biology, and here too is 
moored the Aquina, a 75-foot ship powered by Die- 
sel engines, a floating laboratory. 

At Cincinnati are the Administration building, 
MeNicholas Hall, and two more laboratory build- 
ings, plus the Rookwood Building and a branch at 
Our Lady of Mercy Hospital. McNicholas Hall 
houses the library, reading and study rooms, lec- 
ture rooms, offices of faculty, laboratories of biolo- 
gy and experimental medicine and the clinical de- 
partment of the Division of Experimental Medicine. 

The Administration building contains adminis- 
trative offices, dining hall, seminar and conference 
rooms, and a central stockroom. Dinner is provided 
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the students and faculty to promote the cooperative 
attitude. 

The Chemistry Laboratory is equipped for in- 
vestigations in chemistry and biochemistry and 
contains a photographic laboratory and animal 
house. The Physics Laboratory houses the Division 
of physics and biophysics and contains a shop 
which is at the disposal of all research divisions. 

The Rookwood building, located on Rookwood 
Place, houses the laboratories of the Division of 
Applied Research and contains a large machine 
shop operated by the physics department. 

At the branch of the division of Experimental 
Medicine maintained at Our Lady of Mercy Hos- 
pital, 400,000 volt therapeautic X-ray equipment 
is located. 

An experimental farm at Burlington, Kentucky, 
is available for the investigation of problems of 
agricultural interest. 

At the moment the Institutum Divi Thomae 
Foundation is urgently facing the acquisition of 
funds for a proposed cancer hospital to complete 
the circle of achievement that has been begun 
against this killer of one person out of every ten. 

Affiliated Laboratories 

The series of affiliated laboratories are supported 
by the schools or hospitals at which they are lo- 
cated but the research is under the direction of 
the Institutum. The monthly Chronicle informs 
them all of the work each is doing. The annual 
conference of research workers from the various 
units completes the cooperative research program. 
The affiliated laboratory units are: 

Rosary College, River Forest, Illinois, specializ- 
ing in the biochemistry of metabolic- stimulating 
factors and on metabolic and immunologic studies 
in cancer; the offsetting of the toxicity of certain 
germicides and the measurements of these effects 
by respiration methods. 

Siena Heights College, Adrian, Michigan, study- 
ing ultra-violet spectroscopy of organic compounds; 
also the purification, characterization and activity 
of growth-stimulating factors; experimental cancer. 

Barry College, Miami, Florida, cancer, the prep- 
aration of growth-stimulating factors, experimental 
wound healing, enzyme investigations. 

Marymount College, Salina, Kansas, purification 
and chemical properties of respiratory-stimulating 
factors, special methods of chemical analysis for 
natural products; the production of proliferation 
factors by ultraviolet irradiation of algae, and can- 
cer immunity; also the growth of micro-organisms 
and of enzymes. 

Our Lady of Cincinnati College, Cincinnati, Ohio: 
plant problems, the effect of calcium on plant tu- 
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WHAT IS MAN, by C. F. Ramuz, 
Pantheon. New York, 1948. $2.75. 
These are the reflections of an 

artist who has been profoundly chal- 

lenged by modern society to face 
basic questions and probe basic emo- 
tions. Ramuz is disturbed at the 
ambitions of materialism, which, 
placing its confidence in an unlimited 
possibility of dominion over matter, 
seeks a destiny for man entirely 
earthly. Particularly he is disturbed 
by the communist denial of God and 
the spiritual nature and immortal 
destiny of the soul. He feels that 


OUR READING ROOM 


such a destiny will be imposed on 
man in the ineluctable future and 
he contents himself with examining 
the nihilism, the gloom, the internal 
frustrations and contradictions of 
such a future with poignant over- 
tones of the bewilderment and the 
desolation of the human heart, de- 
nied, herein, the satisfaction of its 
age-long cravings. 

He writes simply but with great 
concentration of figure, and extended 
unity of design. His is character- 
istically the prose of a poet. The 
thought exists on two different 


levels. Philosophically it has poise 
and sense of direction, but no deep 
insight or firm, sustained grasp. It 
is discrete, discontinuous, fugitive in 
its moments of real power. The 
terms are wooly, lacking in defini- 
tion; their juxtaposition is some- 
thing short of development. There 
is no crescendo of thought—partly, 
I suspect, through the editor’s fault. 


The book is a compilation of reflec- 


tions taken from three previous 
studies. The argument is full-blown 
from the beginning and its extension 
throughout is at times tedious. The 




















mors, the evaluation of auxins by the Helianthus 
method, the correlation of respiration with growth 
in the various zones of the Helianthus annuus. 


St. Mary’s Dominican College, New Orleans, 
Louisiana: relation of nucleic acids to growth-pro- 
ducing factors produced by the injury of cells; 
as part of the war program a study was made of 
agar-yielding algae which are found on the Gulf 
coast. 


Incarnate Word College, San Antonio, Texas: 
blood preservation, plant respiration, effects of car- 
cinogenic agents on lower organisms, studies on 
protozoal parasites. 

Umbrian Farms, Lafayette, New Jersey; conduc- 
tion of agricultural research. 


St. Joseph’s College. Collegeville, Indiana: agri- 
cultural projects, including Vitamin D sources for 
poultry; the stimulation of the growth of nitro- 
gen-fixing bacteria, and the effects of diet on butter 
fat of cow’s milk. 


Skin and Cancer of the New York Post- 
graduate Medical School and Hospital, New York: 
respiration measurements in dermatology, the res- 
piration of human precancerous and cancerous le- 
sions and the effects of X-rays on skin respiration; 
the correlation of respiration and mitotic index of 
epitheliomas; the relation of oxygen consumption 
to pigment formation and to age; the treatment 
of human epitheliomas. 

College of St. Scholastica, Duluth, Minnesota: 
natural antibiotics; comparative enzyme contents 
of normal and tumor tissues. 

Immaculata College, Immaculata, Pennsylvania: 


Stimulation and izhibition of certain enzyme 
systems. 


St. Mary-of-the-Springs College, Columbus, 
Ohio: the effects of bacterial extracts and products 
on the growth of microorganisms. 


Amusing Scientific Sidelines 

With all this superstructure, the nucleus of great 
scientists who form the research squad is compara- 
tively few. Mildred Sperti, in the office, still lends 
that understanding heart to her brother’s work. 
The scientist’s quixotic character vies with the 
whimsy of Sperti, Inc.’s business-heads. 

The scientists’ insatiable curiosity has produced 
after-dinner games of discovery, like a skin-re- 
vivifying soap; color-quickening cosmetics; tastier 
coffee; uses for the by-products of the brewery 
rather than the brew. Playfully, with the sureness 
of the conqueror, Sperti and his associates tease 
the secrets out of Mother Nature’s bosom though 
she guarded the trove these many centuries. 

Nature had better watch her secrets or Sperti 
and his Wizards will have all her laws uncovered, 
and the modern century will hold the answers of 
all civilization’s long questing. 

Last but not Least 

Which brings us to the notation that the last 
but most pampered division of the Jnstitutum Divi 
Thomae, despite some ignoramus’s dubbing it the 
Institute of the Diving Thomas, is the department 
of Philosophy in Relation to Science. Topics which 
have gained recognition from this department are 
Efficient Causality; Supreme Intelligence and Sci- 
ence; The Moral Aspects of certain Medical 
Problems. 

Nobody ever gives publicity to this department, 
critics are too busy trying to find something to 
ery havoc about. Yet this is Sperti’s beloved 
raison d’etre for the organization. 
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author disavows easy answers, pro- 
fessing to be interested more justifi- 
ably in finding the sharp point of the 
right question. But one soon dis- 
covers that in the process he has 
succumbed to a very human need: he 
answers as he asks. He answers by 
refusing to look further. He an- 
swers with a doubt, with mystery 
where for once there is no mystery. 


For instance, he is so impressed 
by the dogmas of modern physics— 
in particular, by the reduction of 
matter and its density to motion— 
that he sees little difficulty in erasing 
the line of distinction between the 
“higher” regions of matter and 
spirit itself. And because of this 
dynamic “spiritual” quality of mat- 
ter he sees no repugnance in the idea 
of a God Who is Immanent to the 
world. 

On the experiential plane—where 
as a poet and novelist, he is after 
all at home, the book is much more 
convincing. He has captured the 
mute tragedy of his solitary, incom- 
municable self—so bent towards 
loving and so painfully aware of its 
own wounds, its fearsome, insoluble 
sense of transitoriness, of vulner- 
ability, of loss. He knows that when 
one loves, one loves, after all, alone 
in a long, cold night, wet and 
hungry, almost ashamed. His sense 
of the tragedy of man lends dignity 
to the most intimate and particular 
of man’s activities. Probably the 
finest thing in the book is a passage 
of great nobility and real sensibility 
on the worth of the Christian 
peasant. It has the largeness, the 
directness, the instinct of Peguy. 

This is in many ways a luminous 
and a valuable book, but it is not 
very strong; it is even less helpful 
than its own modest claims. It 
would not seem entirely honest to 
maintain constantly the attitude to 
the seeker who has found no 
answers. Reverence for the mystery 
of truth is not the same as denial 
of the truth which is in one. Every 
human testament is at the same time 
a testimony. One gives testimony of 
a love that is a response to burning 
certitudes and shining visions as 
much as to anxious faith. The 
Christian—and Ramuz is a Chris- 
tian—has the duty to affirm, as he 
has the duty to spread light and 
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divine strength. The very mark of 
Christianity is serene, absolute cer-' 
tainty. Fundamentally, in those root 
realities of human existence which 
have been bathed in a divine life, 
nothing short of this can be a Chris- 
tian testimony. 


John Ryan 


“OUR FRIENDS AND FOES.” By 
the Rev. Frederick A. Houck. B. 
Herder Book Co., 15 and 17 South 
Broadway, St. Louis 2, Mo. $1.50. 


Here is a book that has little in 
common with the materialistic at- 
mosphere of life today. Angels and 
devils have long been relegated to 
the domain of fairy tales. Really, 
however, and for those who have 
faith, angels and also devils have 
quite an important place in the 
scheme of things. A book then on 
this subject should be welcome as a 
means of dissipating the fog of 
materialism. It will remind us on 
the one hand of our invisible friends 
and on the other hand it will warn 
us of our hidden enemies. In a sub- 
ject of this kind we have to do with 
Catholic theology, and among theo- 
logians the one most capable of 
writing on such a topic is St. 
Thomas. In fact because he wrote 
about the angels in such a masterly 
way merited for him the title of 
“Angelic Doctor.” The author of 
this book quotes extensively from the 
pages written by St. Thomas. In 
fact many of the chapters amount 
to a mere chaining together of texts 
taken from his writings. As a re- 
sult of this the book has more the 
character of a compilation than a 
finished personal product. The popu- 
larity and readability of the book 
have been proportionately impaired. 
Indeed, the average reader will not 
easily be able to digest such chunks, 
carved so lavishly from the times of 
a Medieval theologian. But angels 
and devils are still with us and Fa- 
ther Houck’s book does have merit 
in that it brings us closer to those 
wonderful celestial friends and 
Guardians of ours, and also that it 
does acquaint us with the underhand 
tactics of our hereditary enemies. 
Priests and theologians especially 
will find it a handy book to have 
around. 

William Walker, O.S.B. 
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A SPIRITUAL AENEID. Ronald 
Knox. 255 pages. Newman Book- 
Shop, Westminster, Maryland. 
$3.00. 


When this book first appeared, 
over a quarter of a century ago, it 
took its place immediately among the 
most select autobiographies avail- 
able. Intimately written, frank, 
open, it was the work of one who 
was not only a Catholic, but also a 
writer. Since that time the fame of 
Msgr. Knox has grown to such an 
extent that this reprinting will pro- 
bably have a wide sale, as it truly 
deserves. 


The story of Virgil’s Aeneid is 
followed as the author tells the story 
of his conversion; he starts each 
chapter with a quotation from the 
epic and follows the Aeneid-motif 
throughout. The symbols he uses 
in referring to the chapter headings 
are: Troy signifies emotional re- 
ligion, unstable devotion; the Greeks 
are the doubts which assault and 
overthrow the uncertainty and weak- 
ness of such religion; Carthage is 
the false goal which seems to give 
satisfaction for a short time, but is 
actually empty, void of meaning; 
and Rome is Rome. With these 
references occurring at intervals, 
the author shows clearly the reasons 
for his preference for the Aeneid. 


A Spiritual Aeneid will be old and 
familiar to many; this will be but a 
recalling of memories; for others, 
it will be a new and valuable ex- 
perience. For all it should be con- 
sidered an important work, if only 
because it comes from the pen of 
Msgr. Knox. In all the history of 
Oxford there have been only three 
men who were able to draw to them- 
selves a following which was spread 
throughout the whole institution. 
The first was Edmund Campion, 
later martyred for his faith; the 
second was John Henry Newman; 
the third is Msgr. Knox. And what- 
ever gives us an insight into the 
mind and spiritual background of a 
man who can be compared to Cam- 
pion and Newman must be interest- 
ing. This is the major value of A 
Spiritual Aeneid. 


Joseph Miller. 
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Enclosed please find check which 
I promised to send in honor of 
Brother Meinrad if my son would 
find a job and my sinus infection 
would be less bothersome. Both re- 
quests have been granted, thanks to 
Brother Meinrad. Mrs. A. G., Ohio. 


About six months ago I was very 
sick and scheduled for an operation. 
I prayed hard to Brother Meinrad, 
the Poor Souls and St. Joseph and 
I know it was through their interces- 
sion I was spared the operation. I 
promised an offering and letter of 
publication if my favor would be 
granted. I am now able to work 
part time. A.M., Ind. 


The enclosed offering is for a 
Mass in thanksgiving for favors ob- 
tained through the intercession of 
Brother Meinrad. He is wonderful 
in all troubles! Sr. M.E., New York. 


One cold morning our 2 year old 
son awoke quite ill. The previous 
night he had shown no definite signs 
of illness. We prepared to take him 
to the doctor, which to us meant a 
drive of nine miles, most of it being 
over rough country roads. As we 
were about to leave we noticed that 
one of the car tires had a slow but 
steady leak. Having no other choice 
we began our journey. I promised 
publication if Brother Meinrad 
would let us get to the doctor and 
back without tire trouble on the 
road. The doctor informed us that 
our son had a severe throat infection 
and a high fever. Again I sought 
Brother Meinrad to help our small 
son recover without any ill effects 
from the infection. 

Arriving safely at home with no 
tire trouble I turned a third time to 
Brother Meinrad. I placed a small 
picture of him inside the lining of 
the bassinette of our 11 weeks old 
baby daughter begging him to pre- 
vent her from contracting the in- 
fection. Our son recovered in four 
days and the little girl did not con- 
tract the infection. Our sincere 
thanks to Brother Meinrad. M. G., 
Ind. 


BROTHER MEINRAD HELPS 





The Servant of God, Brother 
Meinrad Eugster, O.S.B., was a 
member of Maria Einsiedeln Abbey 
in Switzerland. There he died in 
1925 highly respected by his con- 
freres for his virtuous life. His 
cause for beatification has been in- 
troduced at Rome, and THE GRAIL is 
the chosen organ for bringing his 
cause to the knowledge of American 
Catholics. A picture of Brother 
Meinrad and a prayer for his canon- 
ization may be procured by sending 
a stamped and self-addressed en- 
velope to the Rev. Jerome Palmer, 
O.S.B., St. Meinrad, Indiana. 





MONTHLY NOVENA 
15th to 23rd 


All who wish their petitions or in- 
tentions prayed for, please send 
them in to THE GRAIL, St. Meinrad, 
Indiana before the 15th of the 
month. A Novena of Masses will be 
offered each month for the glorifica- 
tion and canonization of Brother 
Meinrad and for all the intentions 
sent in. 


In order to make Brother Meinrad 
better known a booklet of stamps to 
be used on envelopes and packages 
can be obtained for ten cents from 
THE GRAIL, ST. MEINRAD, 
INDIANA. 


Enclosed is a dollar for the cause 
of Brother Meinrad’s canonization 
in return for an intention I was 
granted through him. I promised 
publication. M.C.B., Ind. 


Enclosed please find one dollar in 
thanksgiving for a favor granted me 
when I petitioned the Blessed Virgin 
and Brother Meinrad. J.S., Texas. 

Thanks to Brother Meinrad for 
finding lost articles. Mrs. M.L., 
Okla. 

A short time ago I had an arm 
ailment that the doctors couldn’t 
seemto cure. After hearing about 
Brother Meinrad and his wonderful 
help I asked him to help me. With- 
in a day or so my arm began to 
improve. It was long till it was 
completely cured. I feel as though 
Brother Meinrad is responsible for 
my improvement. J.R.K., Ohio. 

Enclosed is a small offering in 
thanksgiving to Brother Meinrad 
for answering my prayers. H.G., 
Kansas. 

Recently I fell and broke my hip, 
and remained in a cast for four 
months, with little improvement. 
After praying to Brother Meinard 
my condition grew better, and I am 
now able to get around and am doing 
a good deal of my work. The en- 
closed offering is for a Mass for 
Brother Meinrad’s canonization. He 
answered my prayers. 

J. T. S. (Indiana) 

Enclosed please find small offer- 
ing in thanksgiving to Brother Mein- 
rad for a great favor received; a 
family affair straightened out and 
for favors I am asking for toward 
the same cause. I believe now that 
through Brother Meinrad’s interces- 
sion my daughter will see and know 
to save her soul, as well as othe: 
reasonings I have been able to make 
her see. 

With a prayer for Brother Mein- 
rad’s canonization and thanks to }'m 
and a prayer that he will see us 
through the rest of this, I am as 
grateful as I know how to be. 

L. G. C. (Kentucky) 











+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
: 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
* 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
: 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 





The Liturgical Press 


Collegeville 
Minnesota 


ANNOUNCING 


320 National Pilgrimage to Fatima 
also Rome ano Lourdes 


Archbishop Joseph E. Ritter of St. Louis is sponsoring the III 
National Pilgrimage to Fatima for the anniversary of May 13, 1950. 


His Excellency, Bishop Charles H. Helmsing, Auxiliary Bishop 
of St. Louis, will lead this pilgrimage. Reverend Meinrad Hoffman, 
O. S. B, of St. Meinrad’s Abbey will be spiritual director. 


Travel arrangements will be taken care of by The International 
Catholic Travel Service of LANSEAIR. 


Those who go by sea will leave April 28 and return to New 
York on June 6th. Tourist Class $965.00. Cabin Class $1095.00. 
First Class $1380.00. j 


Those who go by air will leave New York on April 30th and re- 
turn on June Ist. $1265.00. 


Besides FATIMA, pilgrims will visit shrines in France, Spain, 
Portugal, and Italy. 


For more detailed information and for special folder, write to: 


THE GRAIL Office 
Fatima Pilgrimage 
ST. MEINRAD, INDIANA 





INTERNATIONAL CATHOLIC TRAVEL SERVICE has 
made arrangements for other HOLY YEAR PILGRIMAGES. 
Inquire now from THE GRAIL Office. 





Now Available 
STATUE OF OUR LADY OF FATIMA 


This statue is American-made after a popular 
Portuguese model of Our Lady of Fatima. From 
the base to the top of the head it is 11), inches. . It 
is hand colored in pastel tints, or may be had in 
white and gold. Specify which you prefer. Price 
$4.00 each. Order from:- 


THE GRAIL Office 
ST. MEINRAD, INDIANA 
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